^VOL.VII 


FEBRUARY   1927 


NO.  6 


l£ 


G  ^l■ 


896     LZ     AVW 
OJ.NOHOJ. 


Use    Your    Present 
Ice-Box 

Tht  cooling  lank  is  placed  in 
the  ice  chamber  instead  of  ice 
In  your  present  ice-box.  The 
mechanical  unit  is  placed  in  the 
basement  or  some  other  oul-of- 
ihe-way  place. 


$250.00 

F.O.B.  Windsor. 
Onl.,  complete  and 
ready  to  install  in 
your  present  ict-hox 


In  the  dark  and  worried  past. 

We  fussed  with   ice  that  did   not   last 

Then,  one  bright  and  happy  day 

The  Little  Ice   Cubes  came  our  way. 


Behold  1     The  Ice-man  comes  no  more 
To  leave  his  mud  tracks  on  the  floor. 

It  really  was  an  awful  price 

We  had  to  pay  for  melting  ice. 


Now,  in  a  manner  automatic, 

Our  food  is  just  as  in  the  Arctic. 
Our  drinks  keep  cool,  desserts  so  nice, 

With  Ice-O-Matic  cubes  of  icel 

ICE-O-MATIC  REFRIGERATION   COMPANY.   LIMITED 
WINDSOR  .^      ONTARIO 
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Goblin 


^UR  DREAM  A  REALITY 


CANADIAN   SCHOOL  OF  AVIATION 

Dear  Sirs:  304  STAIR  BLDG.,  TORONTO 

Kindly  send  immediately  your  free  booklet  on  Commercial  Aviation.     It  is  understood  that  this  request  places  me 
under  no  obligation, 

NAME 

ST.  ADDRESS CITY 
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"Auntie,  is  your  rheumatism  awful  bad  to-day?" 

"Yes.  dear.      Why?"  "Auntie  I  was  in  your  jam  again. 
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Voices  from  the  Arid  Past 

"It's  all  right  for  the  rich  man 
with  a  full  cellar,  but  poor  guys 
like  you  and  me  have  to  drink 
poison  .  .  ."  "So  after  that  we 
went  up  to  Jake's  place,  but  the 
old  thief  charged  us  eight  bucks  for 
a  quart  of  gin  that  was  half  water. 
I'll  never  go  back  there  again  .  .  ." 
"Brethren,  a  vote  against  the 
O.T.A.  is  a  vote  for  the  devil  ..." 
"Your  honor,  a  total  stranger  met 
me  on  the  street  and  shoved  that 
bottle  into  my  pocket  .  .  ."  "And 
when  they  searched  the  car  I'll  be 
derned  if  there  wasn't  four  cases 
of  Scotch  in  the  back  seat  .  .  .  " 
"Do  we  want  the  old  days  back 
again?  No!  A  thousand  times,  no! 
But  the  whisky  interests  will  bring 
them  back  unless  we  gird  up  our 
loins  and  fight  .  .  ."  "So  just 
about  that  time  somebody  suggest- 
ed that  we  get  another  crock  and 
I  was  elected  to  go  with  the  taxi 
driver  to  a  place  where  he  said 
there  was  some  good  rye  .  .  .  " 
"Doc,  I  have  an  awful  cold  .  .  ." 
"So  poor  old  Tony  took  the  three 
months,  but  he  says  that  if  he 
ever  lays  hands  on  that  spotter 
he'll  break  his  neck  .  .  ."  "Gentle- 
men, I  move  that  our  next  annual 
convention  be  held  in  Montreal 
.  .  ."  "Look  at  all  the  tourist 
traffic  we'd  get  .  .  ."  "But  four 
point  four  is  a  terrible  joke  .  .  ." 
"You  take  a  tin  of  this  canned 
heat  and  squeeze  it  into  a  handker- 
chief, see  .  .  ."  "About  half  an 
hour  after  he  took  the  drink  he 
said  he  felt  kinda  funny  and  then 
he  couldn't  see  anything  at  all, 
so  they  took  him  to  the  hospital 
but  it  was  too  late  .  .  ."  "I  agree 
with  our  worthy  president  that 
the  O.T.A.  is  the  most  splendid  act 
on  the  statute  books  and  I  would 
move  that  this  organization  pass  a 
resolution   ..." 

— Leslie  McFarlane. 


Song 

f  SHALL    not    sing    now    any 
more, 
I  shall  go  silent  on  my  way; 
And  if  a  stranger  smile  at  me 
I'll  wish  him,  "Well-a-day !" 
Drop  a  tick.el  in  the  slot. 

Go  to  church  a-Sunday , 
Never  buy  forget-me-not. 
Go  to  work.  a-Monday! 
I  shall  leave  my  lute  to  lie 
Dusty  on  the  attic  floor; 
Some    may     greet    the    spring, 
but  I— 
I  shall  sing  no  more. 
I  shall  weave  strange  harmonies 
Of  little  deeds   from  dawn  to 
night; 
Homely    tasks    shall    know    my 
touch 
With  a  sweet  delight. 
I  shall  make  a  deathless  song 

Out  of  things  a  man  must  do, 
It    shall    be — though    Time    be 
long — 
Beautiful  for  you. 

Order  buttered  toast  and  tea. 

Go  to  church  a-Sunday, 
Never  pluck  the  rosemary. 
Go  to  work  a-Monday! 

— Stephen  Moon. 


Medical  Error 

Doctor  McTavish  had  worked 
hard  to  put  his  boy  Sandy  through 
medical  school.  When  Sandy 
graduated  and  returned  home  the 
old  doctor  turned  his  practice  over 
to  the  boy  and  took  a  well-earned 
vacation. 

Upon  his  return  he  was  greeted 
by  Sandy  at  the  station,  who  said: 

"Father,  I've  made  some  mar- 
velous cures.  I  even  cured  Mrs. 
MacGregor's  stomach  trouble  after 
you  had  treated  her  for  four  years!" 

"What?"  exclaimed  the  old  doc- 
tor.    "I'll  have  you  to  know  that 
Mrs.     MacGregor's     stomach     put 
you  through  college!  " 
*      *      * 

Never,  Willie,  Do  It  Again 

Little  Willie  from  the  mirror 
Sucked  the  mercury  all  off, 

Thinking  in  his  childish  error 

1 1  would  cure  his  whooping  cough. 

At  the  funeral,  Willie's  mother 
Smartly  said  to  Mrs.  Brown: 

"'Twas  a  chilly  day  for  Willie, 
When  the  mercury  went  down." 


Daughter:  "No,  daddy,  I  won't  need  any  new  clothes  this  spring.' 
Father:  "Ye  gods!     I  was  afraid  it  would  come  to  that!" 


C9BLIN 


"/  was  shocked  to  hear  that  Peter  eloped  with  your  wife, 
thought  he  was  your  best  friend.  " 
"He  is,  but  he  doesn't  know  it  yet." 


I  always 


Unfair 

Pat  was  a  good-natured  Irishman 
and  was  one  of  a  number  of 
workmen  employed  in  erecting  a 
new  building.  The  owner  of  the 
building,  who  knew  him,  said  to 
him  one  day: 

"Pat,  didn't  you  tell  me  once 
that  a  brother  of  yours  is  a  bishop?  " 

"Yis,  sor,"  replied  Pat,  "he 
sure  is." 

"And  you  a  hod-carrier!  The 
good  things  of  this  life  are  not 
equally  divided,  are  they,  Pat?" 
said  the  man. 

"No,  sor,"  said  Pat  as  he 
shouldered  his  hod.  "Poor  felly! 
My  brother  couldn't  do  this  to 
save  his  loife!  " 

*       *       * 

Who's  Who-o-o-o 

The  two  young  Tommies  who 
were  on  night  duty  were  feeling  a 
little  nervous.  All  at  once  there 
was  a  strange  and  doleful  sound. 
"I  say,  Alf,  wots  that?  "  asked  one, 
going  pale  in  the  darkness. 
"Why,  that's  only  an  owl." 
"I  know  it's  'a  owl,  but  'oo's 
owlin'?" 


Why  Didn't  You  Say  So? 

Judge  (severely):  "The  idea  of 
a  big  strong  man  of  your  size 
beating  up  a  poor  weak  woman 
like  that!" 

Mose;  "But,  yoah  honour,  she 
keeps  irritating  me  all  de  time." 

Judge:  "How  does  she  irritate 
you?" 

Mose:  "Well,  Jedge,  it's  like 
dis:  She  keeps  sayin'  'Hit  me! 
Beat  me!  Just  hit  me  once  and 
I'll  have  you  hauled  up  before  that 
bald-headed  old  reprobate  of  a 
Jedge,  and  see  what  he'll  do  to 
you.'" 

Judge:     "Discharged!" 

*  *        * 

Passenger  (to  lady  sitting  on  his 
hat):  "Excuse  me.  Miss,  but  do 
you  know  what  you're  sitting  on?" 

Lady.  "1  ought  to.  I've  been 
sitting  on  it  for  twenty  years." 

*  *        * 

Too  Much 

"Seattle  (Wash.)  Times  (adv.) 
—WANTED:  Young  steno- 
grapher to  tend  telephone  and 
teach  Charleston.  Box  94, 
Edmonds. 


In  These  Long  Distance  Days 

CET  up  your  world  marks. 
Play  tag  with  the  sharks. 

Splatter  and  splash  in  the  brine; 
But  give  me  a  tub 
And  my  wishbone  to  scrub 

To  the  chorus  of  "Sweet  Adeline." 

Develop  a  torso 

Like  Strongfort  or  more  so 

By  swimming  to  Frisco  or  Dover, 
But  /'//  chase  my  soap 
(By  that  method  I  hope 

To    grow    agile    and    supple    all 
over.) 

Keep  all  your  plaudits: 
"Stupendous!"  and  "Gawd!  it's 

A     feat"    or    "Adversity's 
thwarter!" 
Really  I'd  rather  be 
Reading  the  Mercury 

Covered  with  one  foot  of  water. 

— Parke  Cummings. 

*      *      * 

"^air  Enough 

An  Irishman  and  a  Swede  were 
talking  about  the  merits  of  their 
respective  countries.  The  Swede 
said:  "I'd  rather  live  in  Hell 
than  in  Ireland,"  and  the  Irishman 
replied,  "Sure,  every  man  for  his 
own  country!  " 


He:  "When  the  tourist  arrived 
home,  he  fell  on  his  face  and  kissed 
the  sidewalk  of  his  native  city." 

Him:  "Banana  oil!" 

He:  "No,  banana  peel." 
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Fair  Client:  "I  want  my  chin  reduced." 

Beauty  Specialist:  "Madame  should  bz  more  specific. 


PYNARA,  Princess  of  the  Shraks. 
O'er  all  the  south  held    court; 
And  to  her  wooing  galloped  swift 
Young  lords  of  every  sort. 

Stout  Kazen  sped  from  Karadok, 
pif  And  Llewellyn  from  Wales, 
Alonzo  out  of  somewhere  else, 
And  Szor,   the  Prince  of  Snails. 


'  The  Wooing 

By  RON  EVERSON 

She  sent  the  lords  to  east  and  west 
By  deeds  her  love  to  win; 

Then  when  she  sat  in  solitude 
Poor  Yarrum  staggered  in. 

Poor  Yarrum,  by  the  journey  spent. 
Needs  at  the  court  must  rest, 

While  other  suitors  galloped  east 
And  (as  aforesaid)  west. 


But  Yarrum  from  his  stony  lands  A  day,  a  week,  a  month;  a  speck, 

Afoot  slow  made  his  way,  A  rider  from  the  east; 

So  that  when  others  bent  to  her  Another  speck,  a  line  of  dust. 

He  still  was  far  away.  Another  hot-spurred  beast. 


The  suitors  came  with  ready  speech 

Of  deeds  in  lands  afar. 
King  Yarrum  kissed  his  consort's 
hand 

And  lit  a  fresh  cigar. 

*        *        * 

Ziegfeld's  Follies'  Star  Secures 
Another  Divorce 

Ann  Hathaway,  star  of  Ziegfeld's 
1  926  Follies,  was  yesterday  granted 
a  divorce  from  a  husband.  When 
interviewed,  Miss  Hathaway  said: 
"1  forget  what  his  name  is,  but  my 
attorney  says  he  beat  me  terribly." 


C9BLIN 


"But,  dear,  you  said  you  would  be  ready  any  minute, 
and  it's  been  almost  an  hour  since  you  said  that." 
"Well,  I  meant  any  minute  within  the  next  hour!" 

The  Evidence 

1st  Farm  Hand:  "And  how's  the  old  man  after 
the  surprise  party  last  night?" 

2nd  Ditto:  "Oh,  he  be  awright!" 

1st  Farm  Hand:  "Then  will  youse  give  him  this 
lantern  and  ask  if  he  would  wish  to  return  the  par- 
rot's cage  he  took  away.  " 

*        *        * 

Dieting 

A  LL  the  folks  I've  met  of  late 

Say,  "Ah  hah!  you're  gaining  weight. 

You  should  start  to  diet; 
Don't  eat  bread  and  don't  eat  sweets. 
Live  on  lettuce,  bran  and  beets." 

And  I  say,  "I'll  try  it." 

But  I'm  hungry,  and  the  pie 
Makes  my  resolutions  fly — 

Simply  can't  deny  it. 
Just  this  piece  and  then  I'll  quit 
Never  eat  another  bit — 

Pop!!  there  goes  the  diet! 

— John  Coulthard. 

^  ^  ^ 

From  the  Philosophy  of  a  Hundred-per-Cent. 
Uplifter 

Follow  the  straight  and  narrow-minded  path. 


Sonnets    to  a  Shopliftress 

I 

0  fairy-fingered  one!     Love  came  to-day, 

And  touched  my  heart  with  flame-awakening  hands. 
And  now  for  long  as  old  Creation  stands 

1  serve  but  you;  ah!  wonderful  the  way 

Fate  guides  our  lives!     You  stood  beside  a  tray 
In  that  great  store,  and,  as  I  watched,  your  fingers 
Stole  swiftly  in  and  out — ah!  still  there  lingers 
That  white  hand's  memory,  like  a  dream  of  May! 

Men  came  and  went;  I  saw  them  not,  but  gazed 

Enraptured,  on  your  beauty,  while  you  moved 

From  counter  on  to  counter;  till  it  seemed 

You  viewed  me  with  alarm.     You  fled,  and  dazed 

With  joy,  I  wandered  out — I  knew  I  loved, 

That  o'er  my  path  my  life's  great  light  had  gleamed! 

II 
Ah  fingers  white!  ah  delicate,  darting  hand! 
Once  more  your  lightning  magic  have  I  seen. 
Once  more  enraptured  and  enchanted  been 
With  your  swift  art!     Still,   Love,    1   see  you  stand 
At  Biffany's  this  morn,  serene  and  grand, 
Fair,  priceless  gems,  with  languid,  haughtiest  mien. 
Surveying,  while  obsequious  salesmen  glean 
Their  richer  treasures — till,  as  you  demand 

Still  nobler  gems,  one  ruby  gleams  alone 
Blood-red  beside  you;  every  gaze  is  turned 
In  other  ways — when  lo!  the  wondrous  stone 
Is  vanished,  and  its  loss  by  none  discerned! 
And  oh!  one  other  treasure  did  your  art 
Flash  up  your  sleeve,  beloved,  'twas  my  heart! 

— Joseph  Schull. 


"This  is  a  good  restaurant,  isn't  it?" 

"Yes.  If  you  order  afresh  egg  you  get  the  freshest 
egg  in  the  world.  If  you  order  a  good  cup  of  coffee  you 
get  the  best  cup  of  coffee  in  the  world,  and — " 

"/  believe  you.     I  ordered  a  small  steak.!" 
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Fame 

Alas,  where  are  they  now — 
Those  who  flitted  for   their  brief 

hour  across  the  front  page — 
Coue,   Roscoe      Arbuckle,      Mary 

Miles  Minter, 
Miss     Toronto,     Evelyn     Nesbitt 

Thaw. 

How  brief  is  fame! 

And  now. 

Browning  and  Peaches. 

Fame  is  so  brief, 

Thank  God! 

—R.D.L. 

*       *       * 

Why  Not? 

The  circus  skeleton  found  the 
strong  man  in  his  tent  weeping 
loudly. 

"What's  the  matter,  old  man?" 
said  the  skeleton  sympathetically. 

"The — the  elephant  has  died," 
sobbed  the  strong  man  as  if  his 
heart  would  break. 

"But — but  why  are  you  crying 
over  that?"  persisted  the  skeleton. 

"Well — well,"  sobbed  the  strong 
man,  "the  boss  says  I've  got  to 
dig  his  grave!  " 


Tick  Tick 

T'M    thinking    of   a    charming 
maid. 

They  don't  come  any  sweeter; 
She's  a  taxi  driver's  daughter. 

But  boy,  you  auto  meter! 


Visitor:  "Won't  you  be  Very,  very  happy  when  your  sentence  is  oVer?" 
Prisoner:  "I  dun'no  ma'am,  I  dun  no." 
Visitor:  "You  don't  k.now?     And  why  not?" 
Prisoner:  "I'm  in  for  life." 


A  Little  Dark 

*<1S  you  gwine  to  stick  wid  dis 
here  religion  you  got,  brudder 
Washinton?" 

"Parson  Johnson,  ef  anybody 
offers  to  gamble  on  mah  not 
stickin',  yo'  kin  make  money  by 
takin'  him  up!  Ah'm  gonna  hold 
fast  to  de  gospel  tidin's  like  a  seed 
tick  in  de  spring  ob  de  yeah. 
Ah'm  gwine  to  lead  a  new  life  till 
de  lake  whar  de  wum  is  nebber 
squenched  is  friz  ober  wif  ice 
thick  enough  to  bar  a  train  ob  cars 
loaded  wif  railroad  iron!" 

"Ah  sho  am  glad  to  heah  you 
talk  in  dat  strain,  but  kin  you  pass 
by  a  yard  after  dark  whar  dey  is 
clothes  hangin'  out  widout  histin' 
yo'  laig  ober  de  fence?  " 

"Look  heah,  you  don't  'spect  me 
to  become  a  saint  in  less  den  two 
days,  does  you?  Ah'm  a  gospel 
infunt,  what  have  to  be  fed  on 
light  diet,  but  ah  tells  you  ah'm 
makin'  rattlin'  good  time  on  de 
road  to  de  New  Jerusalem,  when 
you  looks  at  mah  record  befo'  de 
pas'  fo'  yeahs!" 

"How'  bout  fryin'size  chickens?  " 

"Well,  suh,  last  night  after  ah 
jined  de  gospel  band,  ah  started  fo* 
home,  an'    ah  had  to  pass  down  de 


Meat,  Please! 

alley  which  lead  by  de  back  yard 
ob  Cap'n  Smif 's  place.  Ah  hadn't 
moah  den  got  pas'  his  yard  when 
ah  found  ah  wuz  carryin'  one  ob 
his  fine  Plymouth  Rock  breed  ob 
chickens  in  each  hand!  De  ole 
Debbil  must  hab  shoved  dem 
fowls  in  mah  hands!  " 

"Mose  Washinton,  you  is  gwine 
to  bring  de  church  into  discredit! 
Don't  you  know  Cap'n  Smif  am  de 
only  man  what  raises  dem 
Plymouth  Rocks  in  dis  town? 
You  sho  mustn't  yield  to  tempta- 
tion wif  chickens  what  kin  be 
identified    by    de    constable!" 

"Dat's  jes'  what  mah  con- 
science tole  me.  Ah  wuz  filled  wif 
remorse  as  soon  as  ah  saw  what 
kind  ob  poultry  ah  wuz  totin'  off! 
Besides,  dem  ole  chickens  ain't 
worth  a  cent  to  brile  cause  dey  is 
pore  an'  got  sorehead.  So  ah  jest 
went  back  an'  put  'em  right  back 
wheah  ah  got  'em!  " 

"Bress  de  Lord!" 

"Yeah,  ah  put  'em  back  an* 
tuck  two  young  pullets  which  looks 
like  any  other  chickens,  an'  wuz 
jest  de  right  size  to  brile!" 

"Whut  time  am  dinner  served?" 
—Mont  Hurst. 
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WHAT  SHALL  WE  TALK  ABOUT 


■^HAT'LL.     there    be     to     talk 
about,  now   that   booze  is  no 
longer  news? 

Liquor,  as  a  topic  of  polite  con- 
versation, is  as  dead  as  the  Customs 
Inquiry. 

I  have  statistics  to  prove  it. 

When  I  was  first  approached  by 
the  vice-president  of  the  Society 
for  the  Prevention  of  the  Extinc- 
tion of  Table  Talk  with  the  request 
that  an  effort  be  made  to  obtain  a 
scientific  analysis  of  the  vote  at 
the  Provincial  elections,   I  stalled. 

"Professor,"  pleaded  the  vice- 
president,  "unless  we  take  steps 
at  once  to  learn  the  true  state  of 
feeling  in  the  Province,  the  aims  of 
the  S.P.E.T.T.  are  in  grave  danger. 
Already  the  range  of  subjects 
available  for  general  conversation 
is  tremendously  restricted.  Hold- 
ups and  bank  robberies  are  so 
common  now  one  cannot  make 
much  of  a  conversation  even  out 
of  a  brand-new  shooting  affair. 
The  coal  strike  in  England  has 
fizzled  out,  Norris  is  acquitted, 
and  George  Young  won't  come 
home. 

"I'm  afraid, "he  concluded, "that 
our  last  stronghold  is  weakening. 
Conversation  in  the  Province  has 
subsisted    for    seven   years   princi- 


"  Tell  me,  beauteous  Clothilde,  why 
you  are  painting  your  cheeks  and 
staining  your  lips?" 


By  JAMES  H.  PEDLEY 

pally  on  the  liquor  question.  If 
the  vote  should  show  that  this 
support  is  withdrawn,  we  will  be 
in  a  bad  way." 

I  took  the  job.  Using  the  most 
modern  instruments  for  combining 
television  and  telepathy  I  was 
able  (with  the  help  of  a  corps  of 
assistants  drawn  from  sister  univer- 
sities) to  tabulate  at  a  central 
office  the  exact  shade  of  motive 
behind  every  vote  cast  in  the 
85,294  polling  booths  at  the  recent 
election.  It  has  taken  weeks  to 
sort  out  the  mass  of  data  com- 
piled. And  up  to  date  I  have  only 
completed  my  analysis  of  the 
614,679  votes  cast  in  favour  of  the 
Government  Control  condidates. 
The  figures  have  been  subjected 
to  every  known  scientific  test, 
pasteurized,  deodorized  and  de- 
natured. They  speak  for  them- 
selves. 

Analysis  of  Vote 

1 .  Persons  who  voted  for 
G.T.  because  they  were 
Tories,  yesterday,  to- 
day and  forever 57,836 

2.  Liberals  who  put  prin- 
ciple before  party 3 

3.  Persons  who  couldn't 
get   liquor   and   wanted 

to  be  able  to  get  it 18 

4.  Sheriffs,  turnkeys,  doc- 
tors, stool-pigeons, 
magistrates    and    police 

court  reporters *1 

(*Couldn't  read.    Voted 

for    wrong     man     by 
mistake.) 

5.  Persons  who  asked 
which  side  Mr.  Raney 
was  on,  and  then  voted 
opposite  out  of  pure 
cussedness 98,777 

6.  Curious  people  who 
wanted  to  see  what 
Fergy  really  would  do  9,264 

7.  People  who  were  sick 
and  tired  of  hearing 
liquor  discussed  for 
twenty-four  hours  a  day 
for  seven  years,  and  who 


would  vote  for  any- 
thing, regardless  of  con- 
sequences, if  it  would 
only  stop  the  row 458,062 

Total 614,679 

The  Government's  duty  is  clear. 
The  vote  is  not  in  reality  a  man- 
date for  open  sale  of  liquor.  Far 
from  it.  Of  the  immense  number 
of  voters  who  endorsed  the  Fer- 
guson programme,  only  a  scant 
eighteen  wanted  more  liquor  than 
they  were  already  getting.  And 
of  those  eighteen,  a  round  dozen 
were  people  named  Spence  (who 
couldn't  get  delivery  of  wet  goods 
under  the  old  regime  without 
proving  first  that  their  first  name 
wasn't  Ben)  and  the  other  six 
were  blind  men  and  St.  Vitus-dance 
cases  in  Toronto  whose  communi- 
cation with  their  bootleggers  had 
been  recently  cut  off  through  the 
installation  of  dial  phones. 

The  people  want  prohibition  and 
want  it  bad — prohibition  of  talk 
about  liquor.  They  want  to  be 
able  to  go  to  prayer  meetings,  or 
race  meetings,  or  lodge  meetings 
without  having  to  bandj'  about  the 
stale  old  gags  that  have  passed 
current  for  conversation  ever  since 
{Continued  on  page  27) 


"By  my  troth,  my  dear  Tancred, 
I  am  dyeing  for  a  kiss"  (and  every- 
body enjoyed  a  huge  laugh). 
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The  New  Art  Movement 

As  Developed  by  the  Tabloid  Press 


Character  Study 

An  intimate  portrayal  in  the  new 
mode.  The  artist  has  used  rare  dis- 
cernment and  subtlety  in  depicting  the 
salient  characteristics  of  a  familiar 
(very)  type.  He  calls  it  "The  Home 
Girl  " 


Portrait 

Here  is  a  remarkable  and  sym- 
bolic camera  painting  of  Sigfrid 
Googenheim,  the  reactionary 
socialist.  Who  shall  say  that  the 
artist  has  not  caught  something  of 
the  importance  of  this  figure  in 
this  unusual  canvas? 


Fame 

All  the  striving,  all  the 
hopes,  the  visionary  year- 
nings of  the  undernour- 
ished moron  are  deftly  caught  by  this  artist.  Note  the  confidence  and 
elation  on  the  features  of  these  Olympian  figures  who  stand  secure  in  the 
knowledge  that  their  names  shall  ring  through  the  pages  of  at  least  three 
Sunday  specials. 


Marine 
A  rare  sea  view  which  bids  us 
turn  happily  from  the  narrow 
sphere  of  city  life  to  a  freer 
existence  on  the  ocean  wave. 
The  wave  here  depicted  is  Miss 
Lottie  Lightfoot's  best. 


The  Night  of  the  Fete 
A  canvas  full'of  yoie  de  oiore  showing  strongly  the  influence  of 
Watteau  and  Budweiser.     The  scene  caught  by  the  artist   is  a 
high-class  society  event  at  the  Boilermakers'  Hall 


Still  Life 
A    picture    of    rare    beauty    and   popular 
appeal    from  the  shutter  of  Harry  Smiler, 
"the  optimistic  photoman." 


Go 
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^\)t  Cijanging  ^cene 


jVyiOST  firms  should  change    the   location    of    their 
offices  at  least  once  every  five  years.      It  keeps 
the  rental  agents  active  and  develops  the  muscles  of 
the  moving  men. 

There  is  a  powerful  agency  in  the  outlook  from 
one's  window;  it  would  be  difficult  to  imagine  a  man 
standing  in  his  office  on  the  top  of  a  skyscraper, 
looking  over  the  broad  panorama  of  lake,  field  and 
roofs,  and  planning  petty  measures.  All  people 
whose  offices  are  in  the  top  floors  of  tall  buildings  are 
virtuous,  noble  and  magnanimous.  Serenity  is  their 
most  outstanding  characteristic,  providing  the  elev- 
ator service  is  good.  It  follows  that  there  must  be 
a  variety  of  such  subtle  influences  at  work  upon  the 
business  world;  it  is  a  consideration  that  has  not 
been  sufficiently  stressed  in  the  past.  I  should  not, 
for  example,  like  to  have  an  office  fronting  on  the 
City  Hall.  It  is  a  good  thing  to  allow  a  change  of 
scenery  to  color  one's  viewpoint  of  business  problems. 

A  new  location  is  a  fresh  start;  it  enables  one  to 
recapture  one's  initial  energy,  standing  upon  the 
shoulders  of  the  past.  One  instinctively  hastens  to 
stain  these  newly  decorated  walls  with  ideas  and  tints 
of  industry.  Who  knows,  from  this  new  vantage 
point  it  may  be  that  we  shall  find  the  unprotected 
spot  in  the  hide  of  Success? 

This  age  is  one  of  constant  change,  of  reconsider- 
ation of  values;  the  man  who  would  keep  pace  with 
its  changing  course  must  live  in  a  houseboat,  not  a 


sheltered  cot.  No  one  can  hear  a  man  date  an 
occasion  with  an,  "Oh,  that  was  in  the  old  days  when 
we  were  over  on  Fink  Street,"  without  being  aware 
of  the  implication  of  a  less  progressive  and  outgrown 
era.  "New  days,  new  days."  New  addresses,  new 
successes. 

We  are  familiar  with  the  figure  of  the  Oldest 
Living  Inhabitant  who  has  spent  all  his  life  within 
five  miles  of  the  house  where  he  was  born.  He  has 
his  fame  but  his  must  be  a  somewhat  tedious  existence, 
with  the  exception  of  birthdays  when  the  reporters 
come  around  to  ask  for  opinions  on  abstinence  and 
the  Youth  of  To-day.  And  even  reporters  must 
become  a  little  boring  after  a  few  years.  Moreover, 
reporters  can  be  achieved  in  the  paths  of  the  world, 
and  the  wanderer  whose  skin  has  been  tanned  by  the 
suns  of  alien  lands  is  often  interviewed  about  skylines. 

Regarding  the  subject  broadly  there  appears  to  be 
more  to  appeal  in  the  adventurous  life.  A  rolling 
stone  gathers  a  certain  amount  of  gloss,  and  is  seldom 
dusty.  And  we  never  did  like  moss;  when  we  want 
to  know  which  way  is  north  we  prefer  the  modern 
compass  or  the  cop  on  the  corner. 

Decidedly  the  average  firm  should  move  frequently, 
if  for  no  other  reason  than  to  discover  that  carbon 
copy  of  the  Robinson  contract  which  disappeared  so 
mysteriously  back  in  Nineteen  Twenty-Four. 

Oh,  yes,  after  March  the  first  our  address  will  be 
One  Hundred  and  Seventy  Bay  Street. 
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A  Friendly  Act 

COMEBODY'S  after  the  Amer- 
ican tabloids  again,  wants  them 
banned  from  Canada;  and  why 
not?  To  the  little  band  of  faithful 
followers  who  have  been  read- 
ing these  columns  for  monthly 
guidance  during  the  last  six  years, 
it  may  come  as  a  distinct  shock  to 
find  in  them  advocation  of  the  pro- 
hibition of  anything,  but  old  age  as 
it  creeps  on  brings  modification  and 
change.  The  hot  enthusiasms  of 
youth  become  the  calm  convictions 
of  maturity,  or  mayhap  fall  into 
the  discard.  It  becomes  apparent 
that  there  are  boundaries. 

Prohibitive  measures  are  only 
bad  in  relation  to  the  thing  which 
they  prohibit;  for  example  a  ban 
on  hypocrisy  would  not  be  a  harm- 
ful measure.  And  hypocrisy  is 
even  more  notably  the  keynote  of 
the  tabloid  press  than  smut  is. 
Under  the  banner  of  reform  the 
tabloids  have  brought  the  behind- 
the-barn  technique  to  abnormality. 

The  ban  is  needed  but  it  should 
come  from  Washington.  One  would 
think  the  United  States  would 
prefer  to  keep  her  half-witted  chil- 
dren at  home,  more  particularly  in 
consideration  of  the  wallop  they 
carry  against  the  prestige  of  the 
American  press  as  a  whole.  If  the 
gent  with  the  striped  trousers  and 
the  starry  vest  does  not  see  fit  to 
do  something  about  it,  it  might  be 
a  friendly  act  for  Ottawa  to  shut 
the  door. 

Presentations 

^^UCH  clean  fun  has  been  poked 
at  the  lengthy  introductions 
carried  by  the  feature  movies  in 
which  the  dear  public  has  been 
made  privy  to  who  ground  the 
crank,  who  served  the  star's  high- 
balls, who  cultivated  the  false 
whiskers  of  the  third  assistant 
villain  and  so  forth  ad  nauseam. 
The  writer,  however,  claims  the 
distinction  of  discovering  a  new 
use  for  these  recitals.  The  real 
purpose    of    the    necessarily    arid 


Freedom 

CEE,     I     have     burned     your 
letters 

And  your  picture;   I  am  free. 
Nothing  remains  to  hurt  now. 

Recalling  you  to  me. 

Nothing  remains  but  the  stars 
And  the  moon  and  the  red  west 

And     the    soft     rain    and     the 
flowers  .  .  . 
And  my  heart  in  my  breast. 

— Stephen  Moon. 


preface,  it  appears,  is  to  give  the 
audience  an  opportunity  to  recover 
from  the  deadly  effect  of  the 
theatre's  own  stage  presentation, 
prologue  or  what  have  you.  These 
fripperies  are  by  Local  Talent  out  of 
Bad  Taste  and  have  about  as  much 
bearing  on  the  actual  picture  and 
the  enjoyment  thereof  as  Charlie 
Chaplin's  domestic  difficulties  have 
to  do  with  the  Chinese  situation. 
The  average  movie  patron 
arrives  in  the  middle  of  the  picture; 
he,  she  or  both  are  usually  anxious 
to  find  out  as  soon  as  possible  how 
the  girl  happened  to  be  in  the 
lonely  cottage  at  the  shore  of  the 
wild,  wild  sea.  They  have  become 
accustomed  to  the  news  reel;  indeed 
many  people  have  evinced  an  avid 
interest  in  seeing  the  Elks'  parade  in 
Vancouver  or  the  Halifax  Kiwan- 
ians  digging  a  wading  pool.    There 


are  probably  a  few  misguided  souls 
who  enjoy  an  educational  trip 
through  a  canning  factory  or  a  few 
hundred  feet  of  "How  Glass  Tumb- 
lers are  Made."  Several  personal 
friends — and  nice  people  too — find 
the  comedy  reel  amusing.  But 
when  a  stout  baritone,  dressed  to 
resemble  John  Barrymore,  starts 
singing  sentimental  ballads  to  a 
sobbing  soprano  in  front  of  a  set 
reminiscent  of  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin 
in  Kapuskasing  it's  too  much.  The 
theatre  presentation  is,  nine  times 
out  of  ten,  at  best  a  burlesque  of 
the  actual  picture.  If  the  picture 
is  a  good  one  it  is  in  poor  taste; 
if  the  picture  is  a  poor  one,  why 
make  the  evening  even  more  fright- 
ful? For  genuine  agony  sitting 
through  a  really  bad  movie  is 
enough  punishment  for  one  evening. 
Even  when  the  picture  itself 
has  begun,  the  memory  of  the  his- 
trionic antics  of  the  pseudo-Thes- 
pians lingers.  One  suspects  that 
the  movie  producers  have  put  in 
their  long  preorations  in  self-de- 
fense. 

Beware! 

A  RE  there  no  other  basso-pro- 
fundo  songs  than  the  gloomy 
many-brave- hear  ts-lie-asleep-in- 
the-deep  effort  and  the  one  about 
the  lallapalooza  who  played  on  his 
big  bass  viol?  After  a  more  or 
less  tortured  career  among  vaude- 
ville theatres,  church  socials,  mov- 
ing picture  house  divertissements 
and  benefit  concerts,  we  have 
grown  to  believe  that  "that's  all 
thur  iz,  thur  izn't  any  more." 
Have  none  of  our  basement  bari- 
tones ever  heard  of  the  Cobbler's 
Song  from  Chu  Chin  Chow  for 
one?  The  next  time  a  seven-foot 
gent  in  a  tuxedo  starts  "lying 
asleep  in  the  deep"  when  we  are  a 
member  of  the  audience  let  him 
"beware."  This  thing  has  gone 
far  enough. 
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THE  YARNS  OP  HELL'S  BELLS  O NEIL 


**THE  flying  man's  god,"  says 
"Hell's  Bells"  O'Neil.  "is 
more  powerful  than  dynamite. 
Call  him  what  you  like,  but 
always  remember  that  he's  got 
his  tongue  in  his  cheek  and  his 
thumb  half-way  to  his  nose — and 
never  light  three  on  a  match. 

"Tubby  Slocum  was  seventeen 
when  he  joined  up.  He  had  a  hard 
time  getting  in  on  account  of  his 
lines  which  were  more  or  less  on 
the  order  of  a  bloated  blimp — 
but  a  Turkish  bath  steamed  his 
blubber  off  enough  for  him  to  pass 
and  in  he  came.  At  his  training 
'drome  they  called  him  Crashing 
Tubby  Slocum.  If  there  was  a 
forced  landing  to  be  made,  he 
made  it  on  a  hangar  roof,  or  a 
greenhouse  or  in  a  lake.  He 
always  cracked  his  'buses  to  splin- 
ters when  he  cracked  'em  at  all, 
and  he  never  even  got  bruised. 
There  was  only  one  tree  near  that 
'drome  and  he  pancaked  into  it 
three  times  in  Jennies.  Couldn't 
get  by  it,  it  seemed.  They  almost 
fired  him  out  altogether 
for  mounting  up  the  war 
debt.  But  he  stuck  it 
somehow  and  got 
through  his  training  days 
without  even  ripping  his 
pants. 

"Everybody  shook  his 
hand  and  told  him  to 
save  a  place  in  hell  for 
them,  because  the  way 
he  had  hard  luck  looked 
like  he'd  get  the  first 
wooden  kimono  in  the 
crowd. 

"Well,  the  first  thing 
he  done  at  the  war  was 
to  smack  himself  plumb 
into  a  chimney  one  even- 
ing in  a  fog.  He  was 
lost,  'way  behind  our 
own  lines.  The  chimney 
shears  off  his  port  wings 
as  easy  as  cutting  cake, 
and  the  camel  ricochets 
like  a  drunken  mule  driver 


By  James  Warner  Bellah 
How  Tubby  Slocum  Broke  His  Leg 

into  a  nearby  treetop  and  lands 
as  softly  as  you  please.  Where- 
upon Tubby  climbs  out,  wipes  his 
nos  and  says  'Hell!' 

"Was  little  Tubby  hurt?  You 
can  just  bet  he  wasn't. 

"About  three  weeks  later,  I  was 
flying  with  him  on  early  morning 
escort.  We'd  seen  a  couple  of 
Huns  and  got  ourselves  shot  at, 
but  nothing  serious  came  of  it. 
About  ten  minutes  later.  Tubby 
starts  down.  I  stand  by  him  but 
he  waves  'No  good'  and  keeps 
going  down.  It  looks  like  he's 
got  a  bullet  in  his  tank  and  the 
gas  is  gone.  We  were  about  twenty 
or  thirty  miles  in,  and  God  knows 
where  our  bombers  had  got  to, 
and  we  weren't  worrying.  Down 
goes  Tubby  and  the  last  I  see  of 
him  he's  picked  his  field  and  landed. 
I  felt  pretty  bad  about  it  so  I 
circled  around  a  bit.  He  climbed 
out  of  his  'bus  and  waved  good-bye 
to  me.     I  hated  to  let  him  go  that 


^  »  s\\  V\vei«^  o  R 


"All  four  longerons  break  and  Tubby,  still  strapped  to  his 
seat,  takes  a  flying  loop  out  of  the  wreck  ond  lands  in  the 
next  shell-hole  up  to  his  ears  in  mud.    Hurt?    Not^Tubby." 


way,  but  that's  what  they  paid 
him  for,  so  I  waves  him  'pip  pip' 
and  beat  it  before  an  'archie' 
party  opened  up  on  me.  When  I 
got  back  to  the  'drome,  there  was 
Tubby  on  the  tarmac.  You 
could've  knocked  me  down  with  a 
blackjack.  He'd  stood  around 
waiting  to  be  taken  prisoner,  and 
when  no  Jerries  came  out  for  him, 
he  fiddles  a  bit  with  his  motor,  gives 
the  prop  a  flip  and  he  starts  again. 
So  he  hops  in  and  comes  home. 
"The  next  thing  that  happens 
to  him  is  that  he  comes  in  to  the 
'drome  out  of  gas  and  cross-wind, 
making  pretty  nearly  a  hundred 
and  twenty-five  by  the  time  he 
gets  close  to  the  floor.  He  can't 
sit  her  down,  so  he  hops  some  tree 
stumps  that  used  to  be  a  forest, 
goes  into  the  next  county,  skidding 
to  the  left,  and  smacks  into  the 
far  lip  of  a  shell-hole.  The  left 
skid  tears  his  motor  off  sideways, 
away  from  him.  All  four  longerons 
break  and  Tubby,  still  strapped 
to  his  seat,  takes  a  flying  loop 
out  of  the  wreck  and 
lands  in  the  next  shell- 
hole  up  to  his  ears  in 
mud.  Hurt?  Not  Tubby. 
"Then  there  was  the 
time  the  Huns  came  over 
on  a  night  Gotha  raid  to 
get  the  hospital  that  was 
near  us.  They  drop  more 
eggs  than  an  orphan 
asylum  has  on  Easter 
morning.  It  looks  like 
the  end  of  the  world  to 
me.  We  all  bolted  for 
our  funk  holes  to  wait 
'till  the  reception  was 
over  and  most  of  us  slept 
in  tin  hats.  But  not 
Tubby.  He  was  drunk 
and  asleep  in  his  hut,, 
and  a  sixteen-pound  bomb 
smashed  through  the  roof 
and  the  floor  and  covered 
him  with  wood  splinters. 
Hurt?  Hell,  no!  It  was 
a  dud. 
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"Well,  one  thing  and  another, 
and  never  a  scratch  on  Tubby. 
If  his  guns  jammed  in  a  fight,  all 
the  Huns'  guns  would  jam  too. 
If  he  got  a  burst  of  twenty  in  his 
control  wires,  one  strand  would 
hold  out  until  he  landed.  I  re- 
member once — you  may  recall  it — 
they  still  talk  about  it  when  the 
bottles  are  full.  He'd  lost  his  left 
wheel  taking  off  from  a  'drome  up 
near  the  Ypres-Menin  Road — 
smashed  it  ballywest  on  a  horse 
carcass,  or  a  stump  or  something. 
He  knew  it  was  gone,  but  he  had 
a  job  to  do,  so  he  did  it.  They  got 
him  in  the  motor  and  his  prop 
froze  at  about  sixteen  thousand. 
He  dove  out  of  the  fight  and 
flopped  down  to  let  'em  think  he 
was  done  in.  Got  clean  away  and 
tried  to  make  the  'drome,  but  he'd 
lost  so  much  height  he  had  to  land 
near  a  battery  of  heavies.  There 
wasn't  much  room  and  there  wasn't 
anything  to  wedge  his  wings  be- 
tween, so  he  side-slipped  and  tried 
to  pancake.  The  broken  wheel 
caught  in  something  and  pirouetted 
him  around  about  six  times,  and 
he  landed  smack  on  the  ammuni- 
tion dump.  The  gunners  did  a 
getaway  in  something  under  noth- 
ing flat.  Half-a-dozen  shells  were 
knocked  about  like  tenpins.  When 
the  gunners  came  back,  there  was 
Tubby  sitting  on  one  of  them 
lighting  a  cigarette.  Not  a  scratch 
on  him — and  he'd  had  four  Cooper 
sixteen-pound  bombs  in  his  rack 
when   he   hit!      Luck?      My   God! 

"One  night  we  were  roaring  back 
to  work  after  a  night  in  Busingy. 
We  were  red-eyed  drunk  and 
couldn't  find  the  road.  We'd  gotten 
around  to  'The  Captain  has  the 
Croix  de  Guerre,  parley-voo!'  in 
bar-room  tenor,  when  the  car  takes 
a  neat  Immelman,  does  a  split-air 
turn  and  plops  athwart  a  crater 
upside  down.  I  clawed  the  mud 
and  half  a  dead  horse  outa  my 
mouth,  and  calls  the  roll.  We're  all 
there  but  Tubby.  We  poked  round 
in  the  debris  that  someone  who 
had  been  fighting  a  war  had  left, 
but  we  can't  find  him  anywhere. 
Then   1   give  a  yell  for  him  and  I 


)^.:'''/ 


hear  his  voice,  sort  of  muffled  like, 
say,  'Lemmelone — umtakinbath.' 
There  he  was  under  the  car,  up 
to  his  chin  in  shell-hole  syrup.  If 
there'd  of  been  an  inch  less  space 
he'd  of  been  drowned.  But  not 
Tubby.  Safe  and  sound  he  was, 
without  a  scratch. 

"The  cards  wasn't  right,  you 
see,"  says  "Hell's  Bells,  "  "so  the 
flying  man's  god  let  it  pass.  Then 
one  day  he  raised  his  thumb  to 
his  nose  and  wiggled  his  fingers. 
The  way  of  it  was  this:  The 
Armistice  was  fought  and  won, 
and  the  squadron  was  ordered  to 
Marquis  to  turn  in  the  ships  and 
report  to  the  repatriation  camp 
at  Shornecliffe.  Tubby  was  listed 
as  a  student  in  civil  life,  and  he 
had  a  cousin  in  the  Air  Ministry 
who  got  him  special  embarkation 


Judge  (to  hold-up  vic- 
tim): "While  you  were 
being  relieved  of  your 
Valuables,  did  you  call 
the  police?" 

Vict  im:  "  Yes ,  your 
Honor,  everything  I  could 
think  o/.  " 


orders.  He  was  to  go  direct  to 
Southampton  and  back  to  God's 
Country,  traveling  like  a  general. 
He  was  to  meet  his  'Sweet  and 
Only'  at  the  dock,  and  marry  her 
before  his  stuff  got  through  cus- 
toms. He  was  all  het  up  over  it. 
Said  he'd  give  a  farewell  supper  in 
Paris.  Took  us  all  down  and  set 
us  up  royally.  By  the  time  we'd 
got  to  the  point  of  drinking  the 
champagne  from  the  champagne 
cooler,  he  decided  to  have  a  toast. 
'Beslilolesquarronworld!'  he  toasts, 
drinks  his  drink,  sits  half  in  and 
half  out  of  his  chair,  chair  tips 
over — crashes — and  Tubby  yells 
blue  murder.  We  pick  him  up  and 
I'm  a  son  of  a  gun  if  his  leg  wasn't 
broken  in  two  places  just  below 
the  knee! 

"He    spent    three    months    at   a 

Frog    hospital    in    a    plaster    cast, 

missed  his  boat  home,  spent  four 

more  months  at  Shornecliffe  wait- 

{Conlinued  on  page  34) 
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WILLY  THE  COBRA 


J^R.  BEEBE,  the  great 
naturalist,  says         sharks 

don't  bite  and  all  these  people 
getting  their  legs  bit  off  are  just 
imagining  things.  I  notice, 
furthermore,  that  a  lot  of  other 
people  are  writing  the  papers 
telling  about  their  pets;  one  person 
writes  in  telling  about  his  pet 
bats,  another  about  his  pet  lizards, 
another  about  his  pet  skunks, 
and  what  a  nice  pet  a  skunk 
makes,  and  how  everybody 
slanders  them.  So  I  thought  I'd 
write  in  and  tell  you  about  my 
cobra,  and  what  a  nice  pet  a 
cobra  makes. 

One  of  my  best  friends  is  Mike 
O'Hara,  a  Hindoo  snake  charmer 
by  profession.  A  couple  of  weeks 
ago  Mike  said  to  me: 

"Say,  I'm  going  on  a  vacation. 
Would  you  mind  looking  after  the 
snakes?" 

Now  I'm  a  willing  sort  of  a 
chap,  never  averse  to  doing  a  man 
a  favour,  so  I  said: 

"Not  at  all.  How  many  are 
there?" 

"Well,  I'm  boarding  them 
around  among  my  friends.  You 
will  have  only  Willy,  the  cobra,  to 
look  after." 

Willy  is  about  ten  feet  long, 
four  or  five  inches  in  diameter,  and 
has  a  head  the  size  of  a  football, 
so  you  may  guess  I  was  intrigued. 

"That's  interesting,"  I  beamed. 
"What'll  I  feed  him?" 

"Oh,  he's  not  particular,  as  long 
as  it's  alive.  I  have  several  rat 
traps  that  catch  them  alive  and 
all  you  have  to  do  is  place  a  trap 
in  front  of  him  and  let  the  rats  out. 
Sometimes  I  take  him  to  a  ware- 
house and  let  him  wander  about 
by  himself  and  pick  up  what  he 
can  find.  He  looks  forward  to 
these  trips  and  it  would  do  your 
heart  good  to  see  how  excited  he 
gets  when  I  say  "Warehouse!  "  to 
him. 

"Well,  I  guess  I'd  better  go 
down    and    get    acquainted    with 


By  FRED  LAMOREAUX 

him.  Is  he  suspicious  of  stran- 
gers? 

"He'll  be  a  bit  diffident  at  first 
but  after  you've  fed  him  a  couple 
of  times,  he'll  warm  up  to  you. 
Let's  go." 

Mike  keeps  his  snakes  in  a 
vaudeville  theatre,  for  the  land- 
lady won't  let  him  have  them  in 
his  room.  We  went  down  to  the 
theatre  and  found  Willy  had  gotten 
out  of  his  box.  We  detected  him 
lounging  about  at  the  back  of  the 
theatre,  admiring  the  scenery,  until 
Mike  shooed  him  back  to  his 
quarters.  I  fed  him  a  rabbit, 
patted  him  on  the  head  and 
scratched  his  neck,  which  Mike 
says  he  likes,  while  he  digested 
the  rabbit.  He  sort  of  purred  and 
went  to  sleep. 

Well,  I  went  down  to  the 
theatre  several  times,  and  Willy, 
the  cobra,  and  I  got  acquainted, 
and  he'd  let  me  pat  him  on  the 
head  and  scratch  his  neck  even 
when  he  wasn't  fed.  Time  came 
for  Mike  to  go  on  his  vacation  and 
we  put  Willy  in  my  car,  Mike 
taking  him  by  the  head  and  I 
taking  him  by  the  tail,  and  we 
went  down  and  saw  Mike  off. 

Mike  had  suggested  that  Willy 
might  be  feeling  kind  of  blue  with 
him     away     and     he     thought    it 


The  Impressionable  Man  Eats 
Jelly. 


wouldn't  be  good  for  him,  moping 
around  by  himself,  consequently 
he  suggested  I  take  the  cobra  for  a 
ride  in  the  car  evenings,  or  I  might 
take  him  along  when  I  went  calling 
on  customers  and  leave  him  to 
watch  the  car  when  I  left  it. 

I  thought  this  a  good  idea,  so 
the  next  morning  I  went  down 
bright  and  early,  found  Willy 
sleeping  in  his  box  and  tried  to 
pick  him  up  and  put  him  in  the 
car.  But  I  couldn't  make  a  proper 
bundle  of  him,  some  end  of  him 
would  always  get  loose,  or  a  great 
loop  of  him  would  hang  down  and 
he'd  gradually  spill  out  of  my 
arms  to  the  floor.  He  began  to 
squirm  and  get  irritable,  so  I  put 
him  down  without  so  much  as  "by 
your  leave  "  and  got  on  the  roof  of 
the  car.  Willy  straightened  him- 
self out  and  arranged  himself  in 
order,  for  I'd  tangled  him  up  a  bit, 
and  then  curled  up  and  went  to 
sleep. 

I  got  down  on  the  front  seat  of 
the  car  and  thought  it  out. 
Finally  I  remembered  Mike  had 
said,  "If  you  whistle  a  plaintive  air 
he'll  come  to  you."  I  wasn't  sure 
just  what  a  plaintive  air  was,  but 
I  tried  "Bring  Back  My  Bonny  to 
Me,"  "Silver  Threads  Among  the 
Gold,"  "Home,  Sweet  Home,"  and 
many  others.  It  was  poetic,  me 
sitting  in  the  car,  whistling  sad 
tunes,  waving  my  hands  to  keep 
time,  and  Willy  sleeping  peace- 
fully in  the  sunlight,  but  I  didn't 
seem  to  strike  any  of  his  favorites. 

Then  I  thought  of  baiting  him 
into  the  car  and  trapping  him  in, 
so  I  got  a  chicken,  carried  it 
squawking  to  the  car,  tied  it  to  a 
stone  and  set  it  on  the  floor. 
Willy  immediately  showed  interest 
and  undulated  over  to  the  car.  I 
opened  the  door,  laid  a  plank  from 
the  ground  to  the  floor  of  the  car, 
and  Willy  instantly  shinnied  up  the 
plank,  and  had  swallowed  the 
chicken  with  the  stone  it  was  tied 
to  and  had  them  partly  digested. 
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before  I  could  close  the  door. 

Every  day  after  that  1  took 
Willy  driving,  and  he  began  to 
know  the  car  and  would  climb 
right  in  with  the  aid  of  a  plank; 
for  he  liked  to  ride  and  used  to  sit 
up  on  the  front  seat  beside  me,  his 
head  swaying  in  the  breeze,  enjoy- 
ing himself  immensely.  He  never 
created  a  sensation,  because  while 
people  used  to  give  a  start  and 
look  pop-eyed  for  a  moment  when 
they  saw  him,  they  never  men- 
tioned him  to  their  friends,  for 
fear  of  unkind  thoughts.  For  sup- 
posing you  and  your  friend  Bill 
were  walking  along  the  sidewalk, 
Bill  looking  at  the  people  and  you 
looking  at  the  cars,  and  suddenly 
you  gave  Bill  a  nudge  and  said: 

"Bill,  for  gossake,  did  you  see 
that?" 

Bill:     "No.  ■  What?" 

You:  "There  was  a  car  went 
by  and  there  was  a  big  snake 
sitting  in  the  front  seat  right 
alongside  the  driver." 

Bill  would  look  at  you  in  sur- 
prise, and  solemnly  and  sadly 
shake  his  head  and  say: 

"Harry,  you  come  with  me." 

He  would  take  you  to  the 
nearest  washroom  and  suddenly 
throw  a  pail  of  cold  water  over 
your  head,  and  then  ask  you  if 
you  felt  better  and  saw  any  more 
snakes. 

However,  as  1  made  no  secret  of 
it,  soon  the  whole  boarding  house 
knew  about  Willy,  and  people 
began  to  steer  kind  of  clear  of  me, 
afraid  Willy  might  be  hiding  in  one 
of  my  pockets,  I  suppose,  the 
whole  hundred  pounds  of  him. 
The  local  wits  also  heard  of  him 
and  made  use  of  him  to  spoof  the 
innocent  stranger.  For  when  a 
stranger  came  to  town,  they 
treated  him  hospitably,  gave  him  a 
quart  of  our  best  liquor,  and  then 
took  him  around  to  where  my  car 
was  parked. 

Wits:  "Gee  whiz!  There's  Larry 
Jones'  car.  Larry's  the  best  scout 
in  town.  Come  on  over  and  meet 
him." 

Stranger:  "Sure,  leshee  Larry." 
(Continued  on  page  37) 


ONCE  THERE  WAS    A 
PRETTY  LITTLE  5ea- 
COAST   TOWN  — 


WHERE  FISHING  WAS 
THE   PREDOMINAMT 
OCCUPATION. 


N0V1  YIHEN  THE 
FISHERMEN  SAILED  IN 
AT  EVENING, 


PEASANTS  LISTENING- 
ON  SHORE  WULD  HEAR 


STRANG-E  SOUNDS  EM- 
ANATING THEREFROM. 
THESE  STACCATO  NOISES 


GAVE   ORIGIN  TO 
THE  EXPRE-SSION*^ 


FISHING  5MACKS" 


How  the  Phrase  Started 


Advice  Taken 

"And  mother,"  sobbed  the  un- 
happy bride,  "he  threw  his  shoes 
across  the  room  at  me  and  told  me 
to  go  to  the  devil." 

"My  darling  girl,  you  did  right 
by  coming  home,"   responded  her 

mother. 

*      *      * 

Rubber  Collars 

"Iodine,"  Mrs.  Harrison  shouted 
down  the  back  stairs  to  her  colored 
laundress,  "I  have  a  whole  drawer- 
ful  of  good  collars  that  belonged  to 
Mr.  Harrison;  if  they  will  fit  your 
sweetie  he  can  have  them." 

"Heah  dat.  honey?"  Iodine 
whispered  to  her  boy  friend  who 
was  turning  the  wringer.  "Whut 
size  does  you-all  wear?" 

"Lemme  see  now,"  was  the 
equally  low  reply.  "Ah  kin  wear 
thutteen,  thutteen  'n  a  half, 
fo'teen,   fo'teen   'n   a   half,    fifteen. 


fifteen    n  a  half,  sixteen,  sixteen  'n 

a  half,  sebbenteen,  eight " 

"Yes'm!"     Iodine  shouted  back. 

"Dey'll  fit!" 

*        *        * 

A  Sad  Story 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a 
silly  little  dog.  He  was  so  darn 
silly  that  he  used  to  go  into  the 
park  and  bark  at  the  monuments. 
Which  was  great  fun  'cause  all  you 
had  to  do  was  bark.  But  one  day 
a  friend  of  his  pointed  out  to  him 
carefully  what  a  darn  fool  pup  he 
was.  "Why  don't  you  got  out  and 
bark  at  street  cars?  "  said  his  friend. 
So  he  did,  but  street  cars  are  dif- 
ferent from  monuments  cause  you 
have  to  get  out  of  the  way,  which 
he  didn't  and  it  didn't  even  put 
the  street  car  off  the  track,  much. 
So  why  didn't  the  friend  leave 
him  alone  to  bark  at  the  monu- 
ments, which  he  was  good  at,  eh? 


IS 
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Love  Poem  to  the  Widow  McGoogle  of  147  Hinks 
Street 

O  Mrs.   McGoogle,   I  love  you! 

My  heart  is  right  up  in  my  mouth 

When  I  see  you  pass  in  front  of  my  window, 

Going  by  from  the  north  to  the  south. 

My  passion  for  you  no  language  can  tell; 

It  swells  and  it  swells  and  it  swells  and  it's  swell. 

Your  eyes  with  their  beautiful  blue 

Have  stolen  my  heart  away. 

When  you  do  not  smile  on  me  it's  like  night; 

When  you  do,  it's  as  light  as  day. 

O  Mrs.  McGoogle,   1  oft  cry  out.  "Alas! 

My  sweetheart  is  a  widow — but  only  of  grass!" 

Yes,  the  heartless  and  cruel  McGoogle, 
Whose  name  you  are  so  meekly  wearing, 
Became  angry  with  you  one  day 
And  went  away  horribly  swearing, 
Without  any  care  if  you  should  die  or  be  killed 
Earning  schoolbooks  and  bread  and  shoes  for  your 
four  little  child(ren). 

O  Mrs.  McGoogle,  forget  him! 

He  never  will  come  back  any  more. 

Say  good-bye  to  him  forever  and  come  to  my  arms 

For  thee  I  do  most  truly  adore. 

0  Henrietta  (if  I  may  call  thee  that),  do  not  longer 

repine ; 
O  my  dear,  O  my  darling,  my  fairy,  O  Mrs.  McGoogle, 
be  mine! 

— Joseph  Schull. 


"It  must  lake  a  lot  of  nerve  to  go  up  in  one  of  them 
things,  eh,  Mik.e?" 


"So  you  and  Jack  o^e  engaged  again!" 
"Oh,  yes.   I  asked  for  my  kisses  hack,  and  he  returned 
them  in  person." 

Slack  Season 
"Say,  jedge,"  a  very  large  and  determined- 
looking  coloured  woman  announced  as  she  ushered  a 
frightened  ex-husband  in  His  Honour's  chamber,  "Dis 
nigger's  way  behind  in  his  suppo't.  He  ain't  gin  me 
one  cent  ob  alimony  in  sebben  months." 

"What's  the  matter,  Sam?  "  sternly  inquired  the 
judge.     "Haven't  you  been  working?" 

"No,  suh,"  was  the  reply.     "Ah  ain't  ben  able 

to  fin'  mah  dice." 

*       *       * 

Well  Met 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  distinguished  Oxford  pro- 
fessor and  eminent  Shakespearean  commentator,  was 
sent  to  America  as  a  special  envoy  during  the  war 
and  before  that  country  joined  the  Allies. 

Because  of  a  misunderstanding  the  reception 
committee  missed  Sir  Walter  at  the  pier  in  New 
York,  and  the  Briton  was  considerably  embarrassed. 
Suddenly  he  observed  an  American  who  appeared  to 
be  searching  for  some  one,  and  went  up  to  him. 

"Are  you  looking  for  me?"  he  inquired.  "I  am 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh." 

The  American  gazed  at  him  blankly,  then  with  a 
hearty  laugh  extended  his  hand. 

"Well!  well!"  he  cried.  "How  goes  it,  Walt? 
Glad  to  meet  you.  My  name's  Christopher 
Columbus."  *        *        * 

Fate 

Two  little  boys  had  been  naughty  and  were  told 
to  stay  after  school  and  write  their  names  five  hundred 
times.  One  of  them  began  to  watch  the  other 
unhappily. 

"Why  don't  you  write.  Tommy?"  asked  the 
teacher. 

Tommy  burst  into  tears.  "'Tain't  fair!"  he  said 
between  sobs.  "His  name's  Lee  and  mine's  Schindle- 
houser!" 
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How  to  Have  a  Bank  Account 

By  L  B.  J.  HAGERMAN 


liyiY  wife,  Amy,  and  I  had  an 
ingrowing  ambition  to  save 
money  and  own  a  home  of  our  own. 
By  the  time  our  sixth  little  blessing 
and  handicap  arrived,  we  were 
desperate.  We  talked  and  planned 
and  suggested,  but  to  no  avail. 

Then  Amy's  mother  and  aunt 
came  to  live  with  us.  Our  six- 
roomed  flat  for  which  1  paid  one 
hundred  and  fifty  dollars  a  month 
($150.00)  was  now,  sardinically 
speaking,  quite  snug. 

What  to  do?  What  to  do?  Far 
into  the  auburn  night  I  sat  with 
the  front  or  index  finger  of  the 
left  hand  on  my  temple  and  the 
right  in  a  plate  of  spaghetti.  I 
figured  it  all  out  in  black  and  white. 
To  live  it  was  costing  me  ten 
dollars  ($10.00)  a  week  per  person. 
To  buy  a  house  I  must  have  ten 
thousand  dollars  ($10,000). 

Bravo!  I  had  it.  The  scheme 
par  excellence.  All  I  needed  to  do 
was  to  cut  down  our  expenses, 
bank  the  savings  and  eventually 
own  my  own  home.  Save  till  it 
hurt — some  one.  That  was  the 
idea. 

The  very  next  day  we  moved 
into  a  three-roomed  flat  down  in 


($)  a  month.    Just  think  of  it. 

Not  only  that,  as  we  could  not 
lie  down  or  even  fall  down,  I  dis- 
pensed with  our  six  beds  at  a  pro- 
fitable figure,  reaping  therefrom 
cash  to  the  extent  of  one  (1) 
hundred  (00)  dollars  ($s),  all  of 
which  I  promptly  banked.  At  the 
end  of  the  second  (2nd)  week, 
Peter,  Elsa  and  Stavia,  our  three 
(3)  eldest  children  contracted 
something  quite  startling.  By  not 
having  a  doctor  we  saved  at  least 
one  thousand  dollars  ($1,000). 

At  the  conclusion  of  another 
two  weeks  the  three  (3)  children 
died.  This  as  you  will  readily  see 
by  former  figures  made  a  saving  of 
$30  (thirty  dollars)  a  week. 

How    my    little    bank    account 
was  growing  and  all  by  my  wonder 
ful  system  of  saving! 
am  a  bear  for  figures. 

At   the   passing  of 
other  six  months  I  began 
to  get  a  little  discourage 
that    I    could  make 
no  further  curtailing 
in     expenses.      'Tis 
wisely  said    'tis   al- 


locking at  so  intently  I  inadvert- 
ently leaned  against  her.  Whether 
through  pure  cussedness  or  taking 
the  air  too  seriously  we  never  knew 
— but  she  fell  quite  quickly  to  the 
unsoft  pavement  below. 

Thusly  I  was  enabled  to  save 
another  ten  (10)  dollars  a  week. 

Auntie  had  always  complained 
of  the  eight  flights  of  stairs.  By 
the  New  Year  she  was  going  quite 
blue.  By  wisely  ignoring  her 
heart  condition  I  was  able  shortly 
to  close  her  account  and  add 
another  10  (ten)  per  to  the  little 
green  book. 


the  Ward.  We  were  on  the  eighth 
floor  at  the  back.  When  we  were 
all  in  I  had  the  janitor  come  and 
shut  the  door.  Such  a  cosy  little 
flat  and,  may  I  mention,  at  only 
twenty-five  dollars  ($25.00)  a 
month. 

At  one  blow  of  my  paring  knife 
I  had  made  a  saving  of  one  hundred 
(100)  and  twenty-five  (25)  dollars 


Pouter     Pigeon: 
"What's  the  matter 
with  the  old  shell?" 

Chicken:  "He's  rip- 
snorting  mad  'cause  he's  always  'it' 
when  we  play  tag." 

ways  darkest  just  before  the  dawn! 

Very  opportunely  just  at  this 
point,  my  mother-in-law  had  the 
poor  judgment  to  criticise  my 
arrangements.  I  with  spirit  in- 
vited her  to  take  the  air. 

She  replied  that  that  was  just 
what  she  wished,  a  little  air,  and 
leaned  far  and  invitingly  out  of  the 
window. 

On  going  to  see  what  she  was 


I  was  now  saving  two  (2) 
hundred  dollars  a  month.  I  was 
getting  nearer  my  goal.  But  I 
must  really  cut  to  the  bone  if  I 
was  to  succeed. 

Happy  thought!  I  cut  out  my 
insurance  premiums  and  church 
dues.  This  may  not  seem  very 
much,  but  every  little  counts  if 
one  would  be  really  thrifty. 

Just  here  two  (2)  of  our  health- 
iest children,  Marie  and  Gustavus, 
ate  some  rat  poison  which  I  had 
fortunately  left  in  a  cup  on  the 
kitchen  table. 

After  a  week  of  poignant  grief  I 
was  able  to  commence  depositing 
another  twenty  (20)  dollars  a 
week.  An  ill  wind.  Through  all 
our  misfortunes  I  kept  a  brave 
heart  and  steeled  myself  to  my 
purpose.  Own  my  own  home  and 
save. 
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Just  one  more  little  cut  and  I'd 
be  in  reach  of  my  star. 

Achievement!  I  gave  the  baby 
to  a  young  couple  for  a  Christmas 
present.  Being  a  gift  they  could 
not  return  him.  Another  little 
$5  (five)  to  jingle. 

This  seemed  all  I  could  do,  but 
would  you  believe  it,  I  still  found 
a  leak  in  my  saving  system.  By 
entirely  cutting  off  my  wife's 
clothes  supply  I  made  the  small, 
but  not  to  be  disparaged  saving 
of  twenty-five  (25)  dollars  a  year. 
1  was  now  saving  more  than  1  was 
making. 

Then  came  a  day — the  day — I 
bought  our  house  and  paid  cash. 
Through  sheer  strength  of  will  and 
purpose  in  five  (5)  years  I  had 
SAVED  enough  to  buy  a  home  of 
our  own 

N.B. — I  might  add  that  my 
wife  ran  away  with  the  ice  man  last 
Tuesday,  making  a  net  profit  of 
twelve  (12)  dollars  and  fifty  cents 
(50c)  a  week  including  ice. 

*  *       * 

The  Acid  Test 

It  was  a  volunteer  brigade. 

They   gave   a   grand   display. 
To    show    how    they   had   learned 
to  quell 

A  fire  the  proper  way. 

The     engine     caught    on    fire.  Of 
course 
They  failed  to  put  it  out, 
For  this  the  correspondence  school 

Had  never  thought  about. 

*  *        * 

I    hope  some   time  before   I   die 

To  change  the  alphabet. 
I'll  bring  together  U  and  I 

As  close  as  they  can  get! — K.  S. 

*  *        * 

No  Bookkeeping 
Burglar:  "Come  on!  Let's  figure 

up  and  see   how  much  we   made 

on  this  haul." 

Pal:  "Shucks!   I'm  tired.     Let's 

wait  and  look  in  the  morning  paper. 

*  *       * 

Policeman  (to  lost  boy):  "Why 
didn't  you  hang  onto  your  mother's 
skirt?" 

Small  Boy:  "I  couldn't  reach 
it!" 


Revised  Proverbs 


Little  Boys  Should  Be  Obscene  and  Not  Heard. 


Fresh  Air  Hounds 

Fresh  air  hounds  who  rent  a 
house  in  the  country  and  spend 
six  days  of  the  week  in  town.  .  . 
who  spend  the  summer  playing 
bridge  all  day  and  dancing  all 
night.  .  .who  are  continually  writ- 
ing postcards,  telling  what  a  won- 
derful time  they  are  having  .  .  . 
who  return  home,  thoroughly  done 
to  a  frazzle  .  .  .  who  return  home, 
bursting  with  health,  looking  like 
a  Jack  London  hero  .  .  .  who 
tell  everyone  on  the  train  exactly 
how  they  are  spending  their  vaca- 
tions .  .  .  who  need  another  vaca- 
tion before  returning  home  .  .  . 
who  lose  themselves  in  the  wilds 
and  are  retrieved  by  rescue  parties 
.  .  .  who  blow  in  all  their  cash 
the  second  day  in  the  country  .  .  . 
who  dress  like  moving-picture  ac- 
tors .  .  .  who  are  forever  dwel- 
ling upon  their  affairs  "at  the 
office"  .  .  .  who  collect  clam  shells, 
flags  bearing  the  names  of  resorts. 


paper-weight  souvenirs,  hotel  ash- 
trays, flappers'  locks  of  hair.  .  . 
fresh  air  hounds  who  never  leave 
home.  — C.   G.  S. 

*  if  * 

Warning 

New  Iceman:  "Say,  what  do 
you  think?  The  guy  in  that  house 
threw  me  out  because  I  tried  to 
kiss  the  cook  this  morning." 

Milkman:  "I  think  the  lady  of 
that  house  does  her  own  cooking." 

Fundamendalists    Please    Note 

"Illustrating  his  talk  with  stere- 
opticon  slides  and  motion  pic- 
tures, Dr.  Roy  Chapman  An- 
drews showed  an  audience  of 
400  at  the  Ebell  Club  just  how 
he  and  members  of  his  staff 
dug  out  dinosaur  eggs  10,000,- 
000,000  years  ago." 

— Long  Beach  (Cal.)  News. 
Startling  support  of  reincarna- 
tion theory  by  a  famous  scientist. 


Uncalled-for  Situations 

The  Chaperon    Who   Appeared 
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"You  tell  me  you  have  a  model  husband?' 

"Yes,  a  stationary  model.     He  never  gets  anywhere." 


Jealousy 

Jealousy  is  an  awful  thing! 
It  has  a  bite — a  poisonous  sting. 
It  has  a  certain  something  that 
Just  knocks  the  joy  of  living  flat. 

It  has  caused  war  and  family  strife. 
At  times  it  has  cost  human  life. 
It  is  a  thing  I'd  never  own — 
As  long  as  you  loved  me  alone! 

— Marion  Barney. 
*      *      * 

Ghastly 

"It  isn't  any  easy  matter  to  keep 
from  eating  a  few  aunts,  though 
some  savage  races  like  them  and 
eat  them  with  intent. 

— Jacksonville  (Fla.)  Times. 
Cannibalism  in  the  new  Eldorado. 


All  Wet 

"The  City  of  New  York  is  very 
proud  of  Capt.  Grening,"  said 
the  Mayor.  "1  am  happy  to 
greet  you  as  a  product  of  our 
city.  You  went  forth  upon  the 
seas.  You  worked  your  way 
up  from  the  bottom." 

— New  York  Herald  Tribune. 
*     *     * 

Tough 

He:  "You  say  she  was  dis- 
appointed in  love?" 

She:    "Yeah." 

He:  "Remained  an  old  maid, 
eh?" 

She:    No — she  got  a  husband!" 


Discovery 

I  was  sitting  late  with  old 
Peterson,  gentleman,  whose  avoca- 
tion is  that  of  searching  out  inci- 
dents in  the  early  history  of 
Canada. 

"Have  there  been  any  discoveries 
worth  mentioning  in  Ontario  late- 
ly?" I  asked  him. 

Peterson  added  three  fingers  of 
water.  He  rubbed  his  palm  against 
his  short,  vividly  white  beard. 
"Well,"  he  answered,  "there  is  the 
discovery  which  young  Malcolm 
made  a  month  or  so  ago;  but  to 
tell  you  the  truth  I  can't  under- 
stand what  discovery  he  did  make." 

The  old  fellow  stroked  his  beard 
awhile  in  silence.  Then  he  con- 
tinued: "He  told  me  this  after- 
noon. 1  was  walking,  turning 
about  the  south-west  corner  of 
Queen  and  Yonge  when  1  found 
myself  thinking  suddenly  of  Angus 
Malcolm.  I  had  not  seen  that 
young  man  since  a  month  before 
when  he  had  set  off  on  his  holidays. 
He  dabbles  a  little  in  my  line,  and 
he  had  said  that  he  was  going  into 
western  Ontario  to  examine  some 
historical  data  there.  While  I  was 
pondering  on  these"  matters,  head 
down,  as  is  my  custom,  1  turned 
the  corner — and  ran  squarely  into 
Angus. 

"We  clasped  hands,  and  for  my 
part  I  would  have  stood  there  and 
conversed  with  him.  But  he  jerked 
out  his  watch.  'I  must  go,"  he 
said,  'must  hurry  home.  On  my 
way  over  to  the  parking  station 
now.' 

"1  told  him:  'Then  I  am  on  my 
way  to  the  parking  station  too.' 

"As  we  hurried  along  I  asked  him 
if  he  had  made  any  discoveries  on 
his  little  tour  of  Ontario. 

"  'Discoveries!'  he  exclaimed. 
'Oh,  yes,  a  great  discovery  indeed!' 

"1  pressed  him  to  tell  me  the 
nature  of  this  discovery  and  in 
what  locality  he  had  effected  it. 

"  'It  was  at  Niagara-on-the- 
Lake,'  he  said,  stalking  along  the 
street  at  such  a  pace  that  1  was 
hard  put  to  keep  abreast  of  him. 

"  'But,'  1  remonstrated,  'that 
(Continued  on  page  42) 
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A  Poem  Worth  Reading 

Now  it  is  winter: 

Soon  will  April 
Substitute 

A  somewhat  febrile 

Atmosphere  and 

Then  the  hirsute 
Senior  will 

Put  on  a  beer-suit. 

Summer  will  follow: 

My,  how  wasteful 
Picnics  are, 

And  how  distasteful! 

Autumn  will  stay, 

A  silly  period, 
Producing  apples 

By  the  myriad. 

Until  next  winter 

Makes  advances 
With  snow  and  hail 

And  dinner  dances. 

For  many  quite 

Sufficient  reasons 
I  do  not  really 
Like  the  seasons. 

—Tiger. 
*  *  * 

Not  a  Refugee 

Hotel  Clerk:  Just  in  from  Chi- 
cago, I  see,  Mr.  Smith. 

Mr.  Smith:  No,  that's  a  moth 
hole  in  my  lapel.  — Life. 


The  Onlooker;  "Tip  over?" 
High-diddle  Diddle 


— Yale  Record. 


A  Timid  Criticism 

"It  seems  to  me,  dear  master,  that 
you  have  made  my  mouth  rather 
large!" 


-Pele  Mele,  Paris. 


She  was  the  daughter  of  the 
Koffee  King  and  he  was  a  young 
aviator.  She  had  consented  to 
go  up  with  him  for  her  first  adven- 
ture in  the  air.  They  were  flying 
over  the  big  city. 

He  was  endeavouring  to  make 
himself  heard  above  the  roar  of  the 
motor. 

"Please!"  he  asked,  as  nicely 
as  he  could.  He  would  have 
preferred  to  whisper. 

"For  the  fifth  time — no!" 

"Then  I'll  give  you  just  one 
more  chance.  If  you  refuse  I'll 
drop    to   earth   and   kill   us   both. 


For  the  last  time — please!" 

"No!" 

The  plane  began  a  nose-dive. 
Down — down — down — a  crash  1 
Another  product  of  the  Koffee 
King   had   been   good    to   the   last 

drop.  — Chester  Fields. 

*  *        * 

"I  see  you  just  returned  from 
Paris.  Did  your  wife  go  with 
you?  " 

"Do  you  take  sandwiches  to  a 
banquet?" 

— Rutgers  Chanticleer. 

*  *        * 

Even  the  best  of  chickens  can't 
prevent  a  "deviled  egg." 
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How  Do  You  See  a  Show? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  the  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies :  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-h! 

Bridge:  The  chil! 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  College 
preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  notori- 
eties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  ama- 
teur and  professional; 
turf  and  track.  By 
those  who  lead  the  field. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 

Motor     Cars:     Speed, 

safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 

World      Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


ANYBODY  can  buy  a  ticket,  occupy  a  seat, 
^  laugh  when  the  comedian  seems  to  ex- 
pect it,  and  decide — in  his  poor  deluded  way 
— that  he  likes  the  second  from  the  end. 

Fellows  whose  judgment  is  deferred  to, 
whose  opinions  are  quoted,  whose  company 
at  the  theatre  is  sought,  don^t  see  shows  that 
way. 

They  bring  intelligence  to  the  performance. 
They  have  read  Vanity  Fair. 

Vanity  Fair — every  month — tells  you  every- 
thing new  and  significant  about  the  Amer- 
ican stage — productions,  techniques,  trends 
— with  photographs  of  rising  stars  in  their 
loveliest  moments. 

Vanity  Fair 
Mirrors  Modern  Life 


VANITY  FAIR  is  edited  in 
the  heart  of  the  literary 
and  artistic  world  of  America. 

All  the  celebrities  of  the  day 
pass  to  and  fro  in  its  offices — 
poets,  prizefighters,  comedians, 
thinkers,  sportsmen,  almost 
everyone  who  matters. 

From  each  one  of  them,  Vanity 
Fair  collects  whatever  is  new 
and  interesting,  and  publishes 
it  for  what  is  probably  the  most 
intelligent  group  of  readers  in 
the  world. 


If  your  horizon  is  not  bounded 
by  the  edge  of  the  campus  .  .  . 
if  you  are  mentally  alert  ...  if 
you  pride  yourself  in  keeping 
up  with  modern  thought  ...  if 
you  enjoy  sly  satire  on  society's 
follies  .  .  .  then  you  will  enjoy 
Vanity  Fair. 

No  other  magazine  is  in  the 
least  like  it.  It  is  edited  only 
for  people  of  intelligence, 
tolerance,  and  breadth  of  /' 
vision.  Sign  and  mail  the^'' 
coupon  for  our  special  y"^ 
offer  today, 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 

open  to  new  subscribers  onlj 
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"/  say,  you're  not  still  engaged  to  that  Smith  girl,  are  you?" 
"No,  I'm  not!" 

"Lucky  for  you,  old  man.     How  on  earth  did  you  get  out  of  it?" 
"I  married  her!" 


-Passing  Show. 


A  Warning 

"Nice  weather  we're  having," 
said  the  tall  stranger  with  the  long 
gray  beard  who  sat  opposite  me. 

"None  of  your  business,"  I 
told  him. 

"Just  what  I  thought,"  he 
chuckled  hoarsely  to  himself,  and, 
producing  a  silver  cigarette  case 
took  out  of  it  a  large  cheese  sand- 
wich, which  he  graciously  offered 
me. 

"No,  thank  you,"  I  said,  with- 
out changing  my  expression.  "I'm 
on  the  wagon."  Apparently,  how- 
ever, he  failed  to  hear,  for  he  imme- 
diately began  to  deal  the  cards  in 
anti-clock-wise  fashion,  and  before 
I  realized  it,  had  ordered  two 
yellow  taxicabs  from  the  head 
waiter. 

What  time  of  the  year  it  was  I 
hadn't  the  vaguest  notion;  all  that 


I  did  know  was  that  my  collar  was 
entirely  too  tight  and  that  the 
room  was  rapidly  becoming  filled 
with  smoke. 

"I  say,  dear,"  trilled  a  soft, 
feminine  voice  from  somewhere 
far  away.  "Come  across  or  I'll 
plug  yuh  pretty,"  and  gazing  in- 
tently in  the  direction  of  the  tennis 
court,  I  beheld  a  plump,  redheaded 
youth  sound  asleep  in  a  green  tin 
bathtub. 

"Of  course,  we'll  fight  to  the 
bitter  end,"  the  stranger  rambled 
on,  and  I  couldn't  help  thinking 
to  myself,  "What  an  unmitigated 
bore!  He  does  nothing  but  talk 
.     .     .     .talk.     .     .     .talk." 

Just  then  a  shiver  ran  down  my 
spine,  and  I  felt  a  distinct  chill. 
But  no  wonder.  The  fire  in  the 
grate  had  gone  completely  out  and 
the  glass  at  my  elbow  was  empty. 

That's    the    trouble    with    that 


home-made  gin  at  the  Guzzleford's! 
It  always  has  that  effect  on  me. 
Hereafter  I'll  lay  off  it. 

— Charles  G.Shaw  inCollege  Humor. 

*  *         * 

Cicro-biology 

Bum:  Who  was  the  smallest 
man  in  history? 

Glum:  The  soldier  that  slept  on 

his  watch.  — Gargoyle. 

*  *  * 

The  Double-Meaning  Joke 

"Goldstein  is  suing  his  wife  for  a 
divorce." 

"You  don't  say  so?  On  what 
grounds?" 

"Why,  she  went  into  the  second 
hand  clothing  business  and  put  an 
ad  in  the  paper  which  read,  'Mrs 
Goldstein  has  cast-off  clothing  of 
every  description  and  invites  an 
early  inspection.'" 

— Washington  Ghost. 
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What  Shall  We  Talk  About? 

{Continued  from  page  10) 


the  war.  Mr.  Ferguson  may  start 
his  liquor  stores  or  not  just  as  he 
may  see  fit.  The  people  don't 
care.  What  they  are  shouting  for 
is  a  law  making  it  a  criminal 
offence  to  talk  about  liquor  behind 
its  back.  Personally,  I  am  all  for 
such  a  law.  I  am  one  of  the 
458,062  who  voted  to  stamp  out 
the  liquor  topic.  The  next  man 
that  says  to  me,  "O  boy!  wouldn't 
it  be  great  if  we  had  a  little  crock," 
or  "I  was  at  a  party  last  night 
where  we  put  away  six  quarts  " — 
I'll  gladly  hand  that  man  over  to 
the  nearest  constable  and  swear 
out  an  information  against  him 
that  will  land  him  in  Kingston  for 
life.    Just  try  me. 

I'm  through.  From  now  on  I 
carry  cotton  wads  in  my  pocket 
to  stuff  in  my  ears  when  any  one 
opens  up  a  monologue  on  the  sub- 
ject of  rum-runners,  swamp- 
whiskey,  or  recipes  for  making  gin 
out  of  shavings  and  cod  liver  oil. 
There's  only  one  sentence  I  ever 
want  to  hear  ever  again  in  my 
life  on  the  subject  of  liquor: 

"What'll  you  have?  " 

I'm  a  good  enough  lip-reader  to 


ment,  shirt-cuff,  bill-boards 
or  other  writing  substances 
or  material)  or  uttered  by 
word  of  mouth  or  instru- 
ment of  music,  personally 
or  by  telephone,  or  speaking 
tube  or  by  shouting,  or  by 
radio;  and  shall  also  include 
all  references  by  gesture 
such  as: 

(1)  Winking  and  pointing 
over  shoulder  to  other 
room; 

(2)  Winking  and  smacking 
lips; 

(3)  Plain  winking. 

(i)  Booze-broadcasting  shall  be 
and  include  all  references 
by  persons,  whether  spoken 
or  written  or  otherwise,  to 
the  amount  of  liquor  con- 
sumed by  the  said  person 
on  the  previous  evening. 

(c)  Boot-bragging  shall  be,  gen- 
erally, the  recital  of  a  per- 
son's dealings  with  boot- 
leggers; and  shall  refer  more 
particularly  to  eulogies  of 
the  stocks  purveyed  by  one's 
own  bootlegger. 

3.   Everyone  who  commits  rum- 


understand    that,    even    with    my     sputtering  is  guilty  of  an  offence 

and  liable  on  summary  conviction 
to  have  his  tongue  cut  out, 

4.  Everyone  who  practices 
booze-broadcasting  or  boot-brag- 
ging or  either  or  both  or  otherwise, 
is  guilty  of  a  misdemeanor  and 
liable  on  summary  conviction  to 
be  banished  to  the  United  States, 


ears  stuffed  with  cotton  wool. 
Here  is  a  draft  of  the  new  statute 

as  I  visualize  it. 

Bill    for    the    Prohibition    of 
Rum-sputtering,    Booze- 
broadcasting    AND    Boot- 
bragging. 
Whekeas    the    people    of    this 


Province  have  talked  about  liquor  where  his  talk  may  be  appreciated 

laws  and  the  breach  thereof  long  more  than  here, 

enough,    and    desire    to    hear    no  5.   Nothing    in     this    Act    shall 

more   about   it,   and   have   prayed  render   it   illegal   for   any   persons. 


that  an  Act  be  granted  for  such 
purpose;  and  whereas  it  is  expe- 
dient to  grant  their  prayer; 

Therefore,     be     it     enacted     as 
follows: 

1 .  This    Act    may    be    cited    as 
The  Bootbraggers'  Act,  1927. 

2.  In  this  Act,^ — 

(a)  Rum-sputtering  shall  be  and 
include  any  and  all  refer- 
ences to  liquor,  whether 
malt  or  spirituous,  imported 
or  assembled,  or  otherwise; 
and  shall  be  and  include 
any  and  every  such  refer- 
ence whether  appearing  in 
typing,  chirography  or 
printing   (on   paper,   parch- 


being  in  the  actual  presence  of 
liquor,  to  make  use  of  any  one  or 
more  of  the  following  expressions: 

(a)  Who's  got  the  corkscrew? 

(b)  Any   glass   will   do   for   me. 

(c)  Say  when. 

(d)  Smooth  stuff,  huh? 

(e)  No,  thanks,  no  more  for  me. 
(0     Well,  just  a  tot. 

(g)    Sure,  I  can  drive. 

6.  This  Act  shall  come  into 
force  on  the  day  on  which  the 
same  is  approved  by  the  Modera- 
tion League  and  the  W.C.T.U. 

This  solves  the  liquor  problem. 
From  the  day  the  Act  becomes 
law  not  a  contentious  word  will 
be  uttered.     The  old  battle-ground 
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and  the  exhaustion,  faintneas,  nau- 
sea and  dizziness  caused  by  travel 
motion.  Journey  by  Sea,  Train, 
Car,  Auto  or  Air  in  perfect  comfort 
with  Mothersill's.  32 
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Give  to  your  complexion  a 
charming,  soft,  youthful 
freshness.  This  delicate,  re- 
fined touch  of  adorable  beauty 
is  yours  to  command  thru 
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Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd.  T.  Hpokins  &.  Son, 

MONTREAL 


where  our  fathers  fought  and  bled, 
will  be  deserted.  But  the  great 
question  remains — what  are  we 
going  to  talk  about,  now  that 
booze  is  no  longer  news! 


NIGHTINGALE 

MOUNT  ROYAL 
HOTEL 

tAiontreaC 

VERNON   G  .  CARDY.  <^anaging  Director. 
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CANADIAN  FOOTPRINTS.  A 
study  in  foregrounds  and  back- 
grounds, by  M.  0.  Hammond.  The 
Macmillans  in  Canada.     $3.00. 

pEW  Canadians  have  evinced 
more  genuine  and  active  in- 
terest in  the  history  of  their 
native  country  than  has  M.  O. 
Hammond.  He  is  a  veteran  jour- 
nalist, having  been  a  member  of 
the  editorial  staff  of  The  Globe  for 
some  32  years,  and  his  unflagging 
devotion  to  Canadian  history  has 
already  been  reflected  in  his  "Con- 
federation and  Its  Leaders,"  and 
many  magazine  and  newspaper 
articles  on  similar  subjects. 

The  field  is  not  uninteresting, 
for,  as  Mr  Hammond  points  out 
in  his  preface,  "Back  of  the  peace- 
ful industry  everywhere  evident 
in  Canada  is  a  record  of  colour 
and  drama  worthy  of  the  know- 
ledge and  interest  of  every 
citizen." 

Gathered  together  in  Canadian 
Footprints  is  the  material  gleaned 
through  many  years  of  periodical 
travel  accompanied  by  a  continu- 
ous enquiry  into  the  stories  under- 
lying existing  conditions  in  the 
past. 

His  delving  has  taken  him  prac- 
tically from  coast  to  coast  and 
beginning  with  Annapolis  Royal, 
he  briefly  records  in  this  volume 
the  story  and  description  of  the 
many  memorials,  buildings  and 
ruins  remaining  to-day  as  a  re- 
minder of  some  dramatic  or  colour- 
ful episode  which  played  its  part 
in  the  development  of  this  country. 

The  separate  identity  of  each 
story    is    maintained,    no    attempt 


being  made  to  connect  chron- 
ologically or  in  any  other  manner, 
the  events  which  are  depicted. 
They  are  all  long  enough  to  render 
a  clear  impression  but  are  short 
enough  to  leave  no  room  for  the 
laboursome  "trappings"  common 
to  most  works  of  history. 

Facts  are  presented  with  a  per- 
sonal touch,  simply,  yet  it  is  that 
simplicity  which  makes  for  the 
most  vivid  description. 

The  reader  turns  from  the  first 
story  and  as  he  begins  the  second 
he  notes  with  much  satisfaction 
the  variety  of  both  subject  and 
style,  almost  compelling  him  to 
investigate  the  third. 

Apart  from  its  value  as  a  piece 
of  most  pleasant  reading,  there 
can  be  no  doubt  as  to  its  value  as  a 
reliable  authority  for  reference. 
It  would  obviously  have  been 
impossible  for  every  relic  of  his- 
toric interest  to  have  been  in- 
cluded, but  it  is  safe  to  say  that 
those  included  are  of  the  greatest 
importance. 


It  is  very  much  worth  reading 
and  worth  having.  No  Canadian 
library  is  quite  complete  without  it. 

LITTLE  PITCHERS.  By  Isa 
Glenn.  The  Macmillans  in  Can- 
ada. $2.50. 
j^A  R  I  T  A  L  bickerings,  un- 
reasonable, endless,  as  seen 
through  the  eyes  of  a  very 
small,  very  mystified  boy,  create 
an  excellent  source  for  the  inter- 
pretation of  mental  process.  Isa 
Glenn  obviously  likes  to  interpret 
mental  processes.  But  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  follow  them  to  a 
conclusion  which,  on  paper,  will 
give  a  reader  any  degree  of  satis- 
faction. 

So  there  is  no  satisfaction  to 
Little  Pitchers.  It  exasperates  you 
and  perhaps  makes  you  very  angry. 
But  it  is  real,  very  real.  You  en- 
joy the  skill  with  which  Isa  Glenn 
pierces  the  minds  of  her  characters 
and  discloses  the  boy,  uncompre- 
hensive,  seeking  an  explanation, 
the  restless  mother  mentally  search- 
ing for  no  one  knows  what,  and 
the  father  wanting  peace. 

She  effects  a  still  more  unsettled 
state  of  mind  in  her  characters 
by  shipping  them  about  the  world, 
excluding  any  possibility  of  a  res- 
training, quieting  home  influence. 

She  carries  the  theme,  the  story 
of  the  parents'  quibbles  as  the 
child  sees  them,  simultaneously 
quickening  the  boy's  perception 
and  arriving  finally  at  his  complete 
comprehension  and  at  the  end  of 
the  book. 

It  is  different. 

{Continued  on  page  32) 
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C9BUN 

FEBRUARY  RECORDS 


<<CWEET  Thing"  as  played  by 
Nat  Shilkret  and  the  Victor 
Orchestra  has  a  melody  and 
swing  that  marks  it  as  one  of 
those  persistent  fox-trots,  and 
seems  likely  to  persist  right  on 
into  the  summer  verandah  dances. 
"Meadowlark"  in  the  same  pack- 
age is  a  little  different  from  other 
recordings,  owing  to  the  bright 
parody  which  follows  the  vocal 
chorus. 

Speaking  of  verandahs,  though 
they  are  a  bit  out  of  season,  re- 
minds us  of  the  Six  Jumping  Jacks 
who  romp  through  "If  You  Can't 
Land  'Er  on  the  Old  Verandah" 
and  achieve  a  fox-trot  what  am. 
Their  work  on  the  other  side, 
however,  is  classic.  They  take 
"Where  Do  You  Worka  John?" 
and  combine  with  fox  trot  re- 
quirements the  simplicity  of  "Three 
Blind  Mice"  and  the  roll  of 
"Gentille  Allouette."      It's  a  gift. 

The  Cleveland  Orchestra  under 
the  direction  of  Nikolai  Sokoloff 
have  made  a  magnificent  record 
of  Tschaikowsky's  "1812"  Over- 
ture (Brunswick).  This  overture, 
which  perhaps  owes  its  popular- 
ity as  a  concert  number  as  much 
to  the  wide  range  of  feeling  it 
contains  as  to  the  emotional  depth 
of  many  of  the  passages,  is  here 
preserved  as  a  thing  of  beauty. 

Good  old  Ted  Lewis!  He's  on 
deck  again  with  his  tragic  jazz. 
And  who  should  be  with  him  but 
Sophie  Tucker?  Together  they 
make  "Some  of  These  Days"  into 
a  red-hot,  low-down,  mean,  sob- 
bing, haunting,  crooning,  synco- 
pated wow.  In  the  "Bugle  Call 
Rag"  on  the  reverse,  Lewis  tears 
loose  in  a  combination  of  ultra 
jazz  and  plus  ultra  march  time. 
Get  one.     (Columbia.) 

Billy  Jones  makes  a  good  comic 
vaudeville  number  of  "She  Put  a 
Little  Powder  on  Her  Nose"  for 
Apex.  We'd  like  to  tell  you  about 
"Turkish  Towel,"  sung  by  Roy 
O'Conner,  on  the  other  side,  but 
we  don't  know  you  well  enough. 
Mildly    naughty,   though    scarcely 


The  Six  Best 

DANCE  RECORDS 
RECEIVED 

'Muddy  Water"  (Brunswick.) 
'Some  of  These  Days"  (Columbia) 
'Sweet  Thing"  (Victor) 
Td  Love  to  Call  You  My  Sweet- 
heart" (Apex) 
'Tellin     the    Birds,    Tellin     the 

Bees"  (Columbia) 
'Still  Waters"  (Brunswick) 


as  liable  to  incite  the  youth  to 
crime  as  "How  Could  Red  Riding 
Hood?"  The  latter  is  also  on  the 
Apex  list  this  month,  played  by 
Al.  Lentz,  aided  and  abetted  in 
the  scandalous  business  by  his 
orchestra.  It's  not  bad,  though. 
Al's  vocal  efforts  don't  add  any- 
thing. The  same  goes  with  his 
"Don't  Be  Angry  with  Me." 

There's  a  fine  swing  in  the 
Riff  song  from  the  light  opera, 
"The  Desert  Song,"  as  played  by 
Nat  Shilkret  and  the  Victor  Or- 
chestra. This  is  coupled  with 
"One  Alone"  from  the  same  show. 
Both  are  stronger  on  melody  than 
syncopation,  and  will  thus  appeal 
as  much  to  the  non-dancers  as 
much  as  to  those  with  fidgety  feet. 
DAUL  ASH  and  his  orchestra 
couldn't  do  much  harm  to 
any  dance  piece,  and  it's 
not  surprising  that  his  version  of 


Popular  Song  Illustrated:  "It 
Made  You  Happy  When  You  Made 
Me  Cry." 


"I'm  Tellin'  the  Birds,  Telling 
the  Bees  how  I  Love  You,"  is  a 
fine  fox  trot.  Also,  "Take  in  the 
Sun,  Hang  out  the  Moon,"  on  the 
same  disc.  Both  are  helped  a  lot 
too  by  the  singing  chorus  of 
"The   Foursome."  (Columbia.) 

Esther  Walker,  aided  by  a  male 
quartette,  syncopates  "All  Alone 
Monday"  (Brunswick)  without 
loss  of  melody,  with  a  voice  which 
is  pleasing  and  never  raucous. 
"Whisper — Sh!"  gives  more  play 
to  her  gifts  as  a  comedienne  and 
scores. 

Ed.  Smalle  is  a  comedian  of  the 
Billy  Murray  type.  He  makes 
"She  Says  the  Cutest  Things" 
about  as  effective  as  this  type  of 
song  can  be,  but  doesn't  do  so  well 
with  "She  Knows  Her  Onions" 
(Apex).  Good — for  them  as  likes 
em. 

"There  Ain't  No  Maybe  in 
My  Baby's  Eyes"  (Victor).  Jan 
Garber's  hey-hey  aggregation  is 
not  so  well  known  as  some  of  the 
big  leaguers,  but  this  opus  entitles 
him  to  honourable  mention  among 
the  sun-dodgers.  It  is  easily  one 
of  the  best  dance  pieces  of  the 
month  from  the  point  of  view  of 
ankle  inspiration.  Nat  Shilkreet 
does  well  also  with  "Some  Day  " 
next  door. 

"Muddy  Waters"  is  another 
mean  example  of  foxtrotism  which 
is  being  featured  by  Ben  Bernie. 
This  and  "Hello!  Swanee,  Hello!" 
combine  for  best  dance  record 
classification. 

COTH  Columbia  and  Bruns- 
wick have  brought  out  discs 
of  "In  a  Little  Spanish 
Town."  Something  about  this 
splendid  waltz  seems  to  make  a 
poor  recording  impossible.  The 
Columbia  version  is  by  The  Cav- 
aliers while  the  Castlewood  Ma- 
rimba Band  perform  for  Bruns- 
wick; both  are  excellent.  The 
former  also  play  "Trail  of  Dreams" 
while  the  latter  encore  with  "Still 
Waters."  "Still  Waters"  is  es- 
pecially soft  an'  soothin'. 
{Continued  on  page  32) 
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In  Detroit 

—ten  minutes  from  all  depots. 
Webster  Hall  is  in  the  true 
cultural  centre,  at  Cass  Ave- 
nue and  Putman,  just  across 
from  the  beautiful  Public 
Library  and  the  new  Art  Insti- 
tute. Bus  lines  pass  the  door; 
main  car  line  one  block  away. 


— Just  opened,  this  Webster 
Hall  in  the  famous  Schenley 
Park  district,  at  Fifth  Avenue 
and  Dithridge.  Nine  minutes 
from  downtown.  Within  a 
radius  of  four  blocks  are  the 
University  of  Pittsburgh,  For- 
bes Field,  Carnegie  Library, 
Pittsburgh  Athletic  Club  and 
Masonic  Temple. 


Exclusively  for  Men 

Recreational  Facilities  of 
the  Finest  Athletic  Clubs 

Privileges  of  the  swimming  pool,  gymnasium,  handball 
courts,  lounges,  card  and  billiard  rooms — all  included  in 
rentals  no  higher  than  the  cost  of  "just  a  room"  else- 
where! Make  Webster  Hall  your  next  stop — in  Detroit — 
in  Pittsburgh.    Here's  royal  living — and  most  economical. 


RATES  AS  LOW  AS  $2  PER  DAY 
SPECIAL  WEEKLY  RATES 

No  Tipping 


THE    WEBSTER    HALL 

CORPORATION  OF 

AMERICA 

PETER    A.  MILLER,    PRESIDENT 


Two  Poems  of  Sentiment 

Youth's  Bitterness 

I    ET  him  who  looks  in  woman's  eyes, 

Discover  there  the  myriad  lies, 
The  tricks  and  wiles  and  low  deceits 
With  which  man  of  his  soul  she  cheats. 
Let  him  find  there  the  tricky  art, 
Whereby  she  robs  man  of  his  heart. 
Let  him  who  looks  in  woman's  eyes. 
Discover  there  the  myriad  lies — 
My  sweetie  turned  me  down. 

Let  him  who  kisses  woman's  lips. 
Find  that  'tis  poison  there  he  sips, 
A  poison  deadlier  by  far 
Than  any  found  in  glass  or  jar. 
Let  him  imbibe,  while  yet  he  may. 
For  woman's  love  lasts  but  a  day. 
Let  him  who  kisses  woman's  lips 
Find  that  'tis  poison  there  he  sips — 
My  sweetie  turned  me  down. 

Let  him  who  looks  in  woman's  eyes, 
Discover  there  the  heart  that  tries 
To  help  poor  man  upon  his  way 
Along  life's  path — made  blithe  and  gay 
By  great  resolve  with  which  she  fills 
His  heart — to  help  him  to  the  Purple  Hills. 
Let  him  who  looks  in  woman's  eyes. 
Find  naught  but  truth,  and  none  of  lies — 
Another  gal  I've  found. 

— Melville  Colly. 

*        *        * 

Dis'.llusion 

1  WROTE  a  song  of  Eloise; 

1  praised  her  wind-blown  hair 
That  ruffled  madly  in  the  breeze 

And  held  the  sunshine  there. 
One  day  there  came  a  stronger  puff; 

Wind-blown?     Well,  I  should  say! 
One  glance  at  her  was  just  enough; 

Her  hair  blew  clean  away. 

And  then  I  sang  of  Mamie's  lips; 

I  praised  their  ruby  stain 
As  if  the  wine  of  which  she  sips 

Had  chosen  to  remain. 
And  then  one  day  I  begged  a  kiss; 

She  granted  it,  that's  plain; 
Then  she  was  quite  a  pale-lipped  miss 

And  I  had  all  the  stain. 

Of  Amy's  teeth  1  wrote  a  song; 

I  called  them  shining  pearls; 
They  seemed  so  firm  and  white  and  strong — 

Not  like  the  other  girls'. 
Right  late  one  eve  1  chanced  to  call 

And  now — I'm  not  myself; 
For  she'd  not  looked  for  me  at  all — 

Her  pearls  were  on  the  shelf. 

— Blaine  C.  Bigler. 
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"Dear  doctor,  what  do  you  recom- 
mend for  my  head?" 
"A  hair-cut!" 

— Buen  Humor,  Madrid, 

Opportunity  Knocked 

Hebrew  (to  hotel  clerk) :  "What? 
You  want  me  to  pay  thirty-five 
dollars  for  my  room  in  this  hotel? 
Why,  that  is  outrageous." 

Clerk:  "But  this  is  on  the  Ameri- 
can plan;  your  meals  are  included 
in  that  price." 

Hebrew:  'Well,  I  didn't  eat  a 
meal  here." 

Clerk:  "They  were  right  there 
for  you;  that's  your  fault." 

Hebe:  "Then  you  owe  me  thirty- 
five  dollars." 

Clerk:  "What  for,  may  I  ask?" 

Hebrew:   "For  kissing  my  wife." 

Clerk:  "But  I  didn't  kiss  your 
wife,  I  tell  you." 

Hebrew:  "Well  that's  not  my 
fault;  she  was  right  there  for 
you." 

— Gargoyle. 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 


Perfect 

"Does  he  know  many  women?" 

"Why,    the   twentieth   name   on 

his  telephone  list  is  Alice  Adams." 

—  U.  of  Wash.  Columns. 

*  *        * 

Continence 

"You  say  that  I  am  the  first 
model  that  you  have  ever  kissed?  " 

"Yes." 

"And  how  many  models  have 
you  had  before  me?  " 

"Four.  An  apple,  two  oranges 
and  a  vase  of  flowers." 

— Black,  and  Blue  Jay. 

*  *        * 

Naturally 

Prof:  "In  what  state  were  most 

of  America's  greatest  men  born?" 

Stude:  "Nude."  —Ollapod. 

Call  To-morrow 

Visitor:   Isyour  mother  engaged? 
Jimmie:  You're  too  late.       She 

married.  — Lyre. 

*  *        * 

The  Great  Lunchroom  Mystery 

Diner — "My   bill,    waiter." 
Waiter — "What  did  you  have?" 
Diner — "I    don't   know.  " 
Waiter — "Hash  is  forty  cents.  " 

— Judge. 

*  *        * 

The  Sceptic 

Victim  of  new  barber:  "Give 
me  a  glass  of  water,  please." 

New  barber:  "You  aren't  going 
to  faint,  are  you?" 

Victim:  "Oh,  I  don't  think  so; 
I  just  wanted  to  see  if  my  mouth 
would  hold  water." 

— Orange    Owl. 

*  *        * 

Criticism 

Professor:  What  is  the  motive 
in  that  composition  of  Tzychin- 
osky's  I  just  played? 

Voice  from  Rear:  Sounded  like 

revenge.  — Penn  State  Froth. 

*  *        * 

Rector:  "Is  that  your  cigarette 
stub,   son?" 

Small    Son:  "Go    ahead.     Dad, 

you  saw  it  first."  — The  Pup. 

*  *        * 

Drop  a  Coin 

Census  Taker  (to  middle-aged 
spinster) — And  what  is  your  age, 
madam? 

Spinster — I've  just  seen  twenty- 
five  summers. 

C.  T. — And  how  long  have  you 
been    blind?  — Bison. 


Bayer  Aspirin 
Proved  Safe 

Take  without  Fear  as  Told 
in  "Bayer"  Package 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
package  or  on  tablets  you  are  not  get- 
ting the  genuine  Bayer  Tablets  of  As- 
pirin proved  safe  by  millions  and  pre- 
scribed by  physicians  over  twenty-five 
years  for 

Colds  Headache 

Neuritis  Lumbago 

Toothache         Rheumatism 
Neuralgia  Pain,  Pain 

Each  unbroken  "Bayer"  package  con- 
tains proven  directions.  Handy  boxes  of 
twelve  tablets  cost  few  cents.  Drug- 
gists also   sell    bottles   of   24    and    100. 

Academic  Tragedy 

"1  guess  I've  lost  another  pupil,  " 
said  the  professor  as  his  glass  eye 
rolled  down  the  kitchen  sink. 

— Wash.  Cougar's  Paw. 

*  *  * 

Sh-sh! 

"What  kind  of  a  dog  is  that?" 

"Police    dog." 

"Awgwan!" 

"Yeah.     Secret  police.      He's  in 

disguise."  — Green    Onion. 

*  *  * 

Live  and  Let  Live 

"Madam,  there  is  a  caterpillar 
in  your  lettuce.  " 

"Oh,  that's  all  right.  They're 
so  little  they  don't  eat  much." 

— Purple   Cow. 


Earn  Your  Tour 

All  or  part.    Organizing. 
100  Tours,  $7  a  day  up. 

Liberal  commissions. 
Only  one  appointment  in 
each  town  or  college.  Write 

ALLEN  TOURS.  Inc. 
915  Little  Bailding,  Boston 
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Half  a  moon 

and  the  little  white  house" 

A  WHOLE  MOON  may  be  better 
than  half  a  one — and  a  big 
white  house  better  than  a  little  one. 
But  here's  one  couple  who  agree 
with  us  in  saying  that  nothing  can 
be  much  better  than  "Half  a  Moon" 
and  "The  Little  White  House," 
played  by  Ben  Bernie. 

New  Brunswick  Records 

"Half  a   Moon"    from   ••Honeymoon  Lane" 

"The  Little  White  House"-fox  trots 

— Ben    Bernie   and   his    Hotel    Roosevelt    3396 
Orchestra  \J*Ji/\J 

"All  Alone  Monday"  from -The  Ram- 

biers" 

"Whisper Sh  !"— Esther  Walker  and  Male 

Quartette  3349 

"Muddy  Water"  —fox  trots. 
"Hello,  Swanee,  Hello!"— Ben  Bemie 

and  his  Hotel  Roosevelt  Orchestra  3414 

"Hello,    Bluebird"— Vincent    Lopez    and 
Casa  Lopez  Orchestra. 

"I'm  on  My  Way  Home" 

"1812"  Overture,   Parts  I  and  II—Tchaik- 
owsky 

"Cleveland     Orchestra"    — NikoUi 

Sokoloff.  Conductor  50090 

"In  a  Little  Spanish  Town"— waitz 

"Still   Waters"— waltz— Castlewood     Mar- 
imba Band  3403 

"If  You  Can't  Land  'Er  on  the 

Old  Veranda" 
"Where  Do  You  Work-a,  John?" 

— fox  trota 

Always  something  new  on 
Brunswick  Records 

THERE'S  NEW  SNAP,  RHYTHM  AND   PEP 
IN  "LIGHT-RAY"  RECORDS 

PANATROPES  -  RADIOLAS-  RECORDS 


Records 

{Continued  from  page  29) 

The  Hollywood  Dance  Orchestra 
(Apex)  are  still  hitting  on  all  sax — 
beg  pardon,  all  six — and  their 
playing  of  "I'd  Love  to  Call  You 
My  Sweetheart"  is  a  splendid 
fox  trot.  "Play  Gypsies,  Dance 
Gypsies"  from  The  Countess  Mar- 
itza  while  not  so  new,  is  worth 
while,  having  lots  of  melody. 

"I've  Got  the  Girl"  as  played 
by  George  Olson  and  his  music, 
(Victor)  has  plenty  of  snap,  rhythm, 
pep,  etc.,  but  Roger  Wolfe  Kahn's 
rendering  of  "To-night  You  Be- 
long to  Me"  makes  this  waltz  too 
sad  to  be  convincing  to  all  save 
the  very,  very  love-sick. 


And  More  Briefly 

APEX 


"GOT  THE  GIRL"  8565 
"SWEET  THING" 

"1  CAN'T  GET  OVER  A 
GIRL  LIKE  YOU"  8554 

"THE  LITTLE  WHITE 
HOUSE" 


65% 

75% 


BRUNSWICK. 

"HALF  A  MOON"  3396 
"THE  LITTLE  WHITE  90^ 
HOUSE"  ^ 


WAY^^ 
3368  90% 


"I'M   ON    MY 
HOME" 
"HELLO,  BLUEBIRD 

"DEEP    HENDERSON"  QAj/ 
"JACKASS  BLUES"  2453  ^^/o 

COLUMBIA. 

"IT  MADE  YOU  HAPPY 
WHEN     YOU     MADE  0(\j/ 
ME  CRY"  819-D.  OU7<3 

"THINKING  OF  YOU" 

"THERE'S    A    LITTLE 
WHITE  HOUSE"  81 1-D  «  r  ^ 

"I'D    LOVE    TO    CALL/j% 
YOU      MY      SWEET- 
HEART" 

"IDOLIZING"         824-Doc^ 
"I'VE  GOT  THE  GIRL"  0->  /o 

*        *        * 

Books 

(Continued  from  page  28) 

THE  PIGEON  HOUSE.  By  Val- 
entine Williams.     Toronto,  Thom- 
as Allen.     $2.00. 
J^R.    WILLIAMS'    imagination 
has      run      wild      again, 
and    with     alarming     results,    for 
here    he    has    an   apparently  sane 
husband   leaving   his   wife   on    the 


night  of  her  marriage,  to  carry 
out  some  quixotic  mission.  He 
gets  mixed  up  in  the  dark  doings 
of  a  ruthless  band  (it's  not  quite 
clear  what  the  nefarious  schemes 
are,  but  they're  very  desperate) 
and  despite  the  wiles  of  a  "war- 
mish" brunette  of  Latin  extraction 
(and  Latin  methods),  he  frustrates 
their  knavish  tricks.  The  brunette 
dies  in  glory,  though  she  deserved 
a  better  fate  and  friend  wife  arrives 
on  the  scene  in  time  to  bring  the 
story  to  a  conventional  conclusion. 
There  is  excellent  finish  to  Mr, 
Williams'  writing,  and  if  the  plot  is 
a  little  lazy,  it  took  some  planning. 
Thrills  are  plentiful  and  affairs 
bearing  a  distinct  relation  to  the 
heart  are  not  neglected. 

PORTRAITS  AND  PORTENTS. 
By  A.  G.  Gardiner.  Published 
by  Harper  Bros. 

A  series  of  dramatic  and  auth- 
oritative studies  of  living  people 
with  particular  regard  to  their 
significance  as  symbols  of  our  day. 
A  glance  over  the  contents  page 
will  indicate  the  wide  range  of 
personalities  that  fall  within  the 
scope  of  Mr.  Gardiner's  pen.  The 
portraits  include  Mr.  Stanley 
Baldwin,  President  Coolidge,  Lady 
Oxford,  Suzanne  Lenglen,  Henry 
Ford,  Bernard  Shaw,  Charlie  Chap- 
lin and  Mussolini. 

It  naturally  follows  that  an 
attempt  to  bring  so  wide  a  range 
of  world  figures  as  these  and  the 
others  in  this  volume  into  the 
readers'  intimacy  would  seem  to 
predicate  the  necessity  of  a  wide 
range  of  contacts  on  the  author's 
part  of  a  fertile  imagination.  Mr. 
Gardiner  has  avoided  both  of  these 
paths  and  has  given  us  instead 
analytical  studies  based  for  the 
most  part  upon  actions  and  utter- 
ances of  his  characters  which  are 
the  world's  property.  He  has, 
as  in"Prophets,  Priests  and  Kings," 
completely  avoided  the  intrusion 
of  his  own  personality.  We  are 
thankful  that  in  these  scenes  we 
are  subjected  to  none  of  the  all 
too  familiar  conversations  between 
the  author  and  the  interviewed, 
in  which  the  author  is  so  witty 
and  the  interviewed  so  wise.  Jr. 
Gardiner's  work  in  'Portraits  and 
Portents'  is  entirely  objective. 

Indeed  one  would  forget  the 
(Continued  on  page  37) 
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Beauty  in      .  ^ 
Appearance/  ff 

ANEW  excellence  and  a  decidedly 
outstanding  value  is  embodied  in 
the  new  five  tube  Bosch  Imperial 
Cruiser.  The  colonial  cabinet — not 
too  high  and  not  too  low — is  of  finest 
matched  grain  walnut  beautifully 
high-lighted.  This  new  creation  has 
the  powerful,  selective  Cruiser  chassis, 
with  the  "Unified  Control".  The 
Imperial  Cruiser  completed  with  the 
Library  Ambotone  reproducer  is 
offered  at  the  amazing  price  of  ^206.^ 

BOSCH  RADIO 

IMPERIAL  CRUISERJil 


Here  is  beauty  and 
charm  to  grace  any 
home.  Come  in  and 
see  for  yourself  the 
value  offered  in  the 
Imperial  Cruiser 
completed  with  the 
Library  Ambotone 
at  $206.50 


A.  CROSS  &  CO. 

45-47  Elm  St.         -         -  -  Toronto 


Manufactured  ander  paTent  applicationi  of  the  American  Bosch  Magneto  Corporation 
and   licensed  also   ander  applicadont  of  the    Radio   Frequency    Labor2torie8.   Inc. 
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§0  near  the  Ocean  its  called 

So  modem  in  equipment  and 
well  conducted  it  is  known  as 
one  of  the  World's  fmest  Hotels 

fo 
plan  a  Sojourn  by  the  Sea  and  visit 


JOEL  HILLMAN 
Treticlent 


ATLANTIC  CITY 

NEW  JERSEY 


JULIAN  HILLMAN 
^icePrmdenl  &Manager 


Fairy   Tale 

And  then  the  ladies  rose  from 
the  table  and  left  the  gentlemen 
to   their   drinking.  — Life. 

Insidious 

"Doctor,  1  been  having  terrible 
nightmares  lately.  Has  1  got 
hallucinations?" 

"Boy,    even    your    best    friends 

won't  tell  you  that." — Purple  Cow. 

*  *  * 

Audrey:  Oh,  how  I  hate  him — 
hate   him — hate   him! 

Jane:  And  how  long  has  this 
romance   been   going   on?     — Life. 


Informal  Reception 

Last  night 

I  called  on  Anna. 

Anna  was 

Not  dressed. 

So  Anna's  mother 

Called  to  her, 

"Anna,  slip 

On  something 

And    come    down." 

Anna  slipped  on 

The   top   step 

And  came  down. 

I  was  never  so 

Embarrassed   in   all 

My    life.         — Purple    Cow. 


The  Yarns  of  "Hells-Bells" 
O'Neil 

{Continued  from  page  15) 

ing  for  that  damned,  concrete- 
bottomed  tub  they  called  the 
Canada  and  got  a  wedding  invita- 
tion from  his  girl  just  before  he 
sailed ! 

"Which  reminds  me,  "  says 
"Hell's  Bells,"  of  "another  story." 

{In  March) 

*      *      * 

Nonchalance 

Sophisticated  Maid  (trying  to 
arouse  interest  of  an  indifferent 
Yale  senior):  Look,  Johnny,  I'm 
going  to  scare  you.  (Kisses  him.) 
Now,  Johnny,  you  scare  me. 

Johnny:  Boo!  — Yale. 

Lifelike 

My  brother  sent  me  a  picture 
of  his  new  car." 

"Oh,  what  kind  is  it?" 

"Just   an   ordinary   tin-type." 

—Life. 

*  *        * 

Inebriate  {getting  into  taxi): 
"Home,  James." 

Taxi  driver:"  What  d'ya  mean — 
'Home,  James'?  This  is  a  public 
taxi." 

Inebriate:      "Oh!         Very    well. 

Home,  Jesse  James." — The  Pup. 

*  *        * 

Chicago 

Judge — The  policeman  says  that 
you  were  traveling  at  a  speed  of 
sixty  miles  an  hour. 

Prisoner — It  was  necessary,  your 
honor;  I  had  stolen  the  car. 

Judge — Oh,  that's  different. 
Why  didn't  you  tell  me  in  the  first 
place?     Case  dismissed. 

— Bison. 

*  *        * 

Service 

Miss  (to  hotel  clerk):  Someone's 
been  tampering  with  the  keyhole 
in    my  door.      It's  out  of  order. 

Clerk:  I'll  look  into  that 
to-night.  — The  Satyr. 

*  *  * 

Br-r-r-r ! 

He — "How  about  a  little  ride, 
Cutie?" 

She — "Are  you  going  north?" 

He — "Yes,   I   am." 

She — "Give   my   regards   to   the 

Eskimos.  " 

*  *  * 

That  just-after-Christmas  feel- 
ing— 99  44/100  per  cent.  poor. 
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Adv.  Note 

'"Tis  said  that  four  of  five 
have  it." 

"For  goodness  sake." 

"That's  so." 

"Well — such  popularity  must  be 
deserved." 

— Beanpot. 

"O  Mamma,  I  saw  a  college 
boy  run  down." 

"Wipe  your  nose,  Sara  Lee;  they 
always  are." 

— Virginia   Reel. 

*  *  * 

Sore:  "Artists  and  astronomers 
have  much  in  common." 

Eyes:  "How  so?" 

Sore:  "They  both  make  detailed 
studies  and  observations  of  heav- 
enly bodies!" 

— Sniper. 

*  *  * 

Big-Hearted 

Dana — Cap'n,  I've  been  two 
years  before  the  mast. 

Captain — Very  well,  Dana,  you 
deserve  a  vacation.  You  may  go 
aft  for  two  weeks  at  half  pay. 

—  Yale   Record. 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

CANADIANS  like  the  home-like  comfort 
of  this  modern,  fire-proof  hotel,  with 
its  complete  service,  attractive  outside 
rooms  and  excellent  cuisine. 

Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  to  guests — 250  rooms.  Quietly 
situated,  convenient  to  shops,  clubs  and 
theatres.  The  rates  are  moderate — 32.00 
to  35.00  per  day  for  single  rooms;  33.00  to 
37.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

Special  taxi  service  to  the  Hotel.  Ask 
the  VanDyke  Agent  at  the  Station  or 
Wharf. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Dela- 
ware Avenue  to  North  Street. 

On  the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 

Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 


Throw  Him  Out! 

"The  next  person  to  interrupt 
the  proceedings  will  be  sent  home,  " 
declared  the  irate  judge. 

"Hurrah!  "  shouted  the  prisoner. 

— Flamingo. 

*  *  * 

Lecturer:  "What  have  you  done 
to  preserve  our  timber?" 

Meek  Voice  from  the  Rear:  "I 
shot  a  woodpecker  once." 

— Flamingo. 

*  *  * 

Beauty  Note 

"Liza,  what  fo'  you  all  rubbin' 
dat  burnt  cork  on  you'  face?" 

"Doan  you  know,  Mandy?  Hit's 
kaise  Ah  wants  to  keep  mah  night 

school  completion."  — Voodoo. 

*  *  * 

"Mama,  why  hasn't  papa  any 
hair?" 

"Because  he  thinks  so  much.  " 
"But  why  have  you  so  much?  " 
"Because — go  away  and  do  your 

lessons,  you  bad  boy.  "  — Flamingo. 

*  *  * 

Miss  Fit — What's  your  mother 
doing,  Johnny?  I  haven't  seen 
her  since  she  got  back  from 
Florida? 

Johnny — She's  busy  taking  the 
hotel  names  out  of  the  towels. 

— Bison. 

*  *  * 

Pshaw! 

Burglar — "Don't  be  scairt,  old 
lady;  all  I  want  is  your  money, 
and — " 

Old  Maid— "Oh,  go  away! 
You're  just  like  all  the  other  men. 

— Gargoyle, 

*  *  * 

To  Those  Who  Cut  Themselves 

When  you're  slicing  off  the  stubble 

That  persists  in  causing  trouble 
By  accumulating  constantly 

As  well  as  too  abundantly. 
And  the  razor  slips  and  disappears 

Within  the  flesh  before  your  ears. 
Don't  try  to  stem  the  flowing  tide 

That  emanates  from  out  inside. 
With  heated  swears  and  other  such 

That  never  help  one  over-much. 


"How  can  I  get  a 
raise ; 

'  T'M  GLAD  you  asked  that  question, 
A  Tom,  because  at  your  age  I  know  you 
ought  to  be  earning  more  money.  But 
frankly,  you  aren't  worth  any  more  than 
I  am  paying  you  now. 

"You're  just  like  a  dozen  other  fellows  in  your 
department.  Fair  routine  workers,  but  that's 
all.  Honestly,  I'd  be  afraid  to  trust  you  with  a 
bigger  job.    I  don't  think  you  could  handle  it. 

"What  you  need,  Tom,  is  special  training  that 
will  broaden  your  knowledge  of  this  business. 
Why  don't  you  take  up  an  I.  C.  S.  course  as  Bill 
Warren  did?  It's  been  the  making  of  him  and  I 
know  it  will  help  you  too." 

Isn't  that  good  advice  for  you  too? 

Why  don't  you  take  up  a  home-study  course 
with  the  International  Correspondence  Schools 
and  get  ready  for  a  real  job  at  a  salary  that  will 
enable  you  to  give  your  wife  and  children  the 
comforts  you  would  like  them  to  have? 

Right  at  home,  in  the  odds  and  ends  of  spare 
time  that  now  go  to  waste,  you  can  prepare  for  the 
position  you  want  in  the  work  you  like  best.  Yes, 
you  can  I  Put  it  up  to  us  to  prove  it  by  marking 
and  mailing  this  coupon  that  has  meant  so  much 
to  so  many  other  men  in  just  your  circumstances. 
The  I.C.S.  is  the  oldest  and  largest 
correspondence  school  in  the  world 

Mail  the  Coupon  for  Free  Booklet 

TEAR  OUT  HERE 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDS , MCE 

SCHOOLS  CANADIAN,   LIMITED 
Department  lt«88-8.  Montreal,  Canada 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me  full  1d- 
formalion  about  the  subject  before  vviilch  1  have 
marked  "X"  In  the  list  below: 

BUSINESS  TRAINING   DEPARTMENT 

□  Business  Management        cFrench 

□  Industrial  Management     QjSalesmanshlp 

□  Personnel  Organization      nAdvertlsing 

□  'I'ramc  M.ina°ement  □  Better  Letters 

□  Baiiklng  &  Banking  Law   nForelgn  Trade 

□  Accountancy  □Show  Card  Lettering 
□Nicholson  Cost  Acc'ting    □Stenography  &  TvpFng 

□  Bookkeeping  DCommonSch'lSubjecta 

□  Business  Encllsh  QHlgh  School  Subjects 
□Private  Secretary                □Illustrating 
□Spanish                                □  Cartooning 
TECHNICAL  and  INDUSTRIAL  DEPARTMENT 

□  Electrical  Engineering       □  Architect 

□  Electric  Lighting  QContractorand Builder 

□  Electrical  Wiring  □  Architect '1  Drafismau 

B  Mechanical  Engineer         □  Concrete  Builder 
Mechanical  Draftsi  an      □Structural  Engineer 

□  Machme  Shop  Practice      □Plumbir.g  and  Heating 

□  Railroad  Positions  □  Textile  Manufacturing 

□  Gas  Engine  Operating        □Chemistry 

□  Civil  Engineering  □Pharmacy 

□  Surveying  and  Mapping    □  Automohile  Work 
pMin.Eng.or  Metallurgist  □Naviiration 

□  Steam  Engineer  nAgricuiture  &  Poultry 

□  Ka;lio  □  Mathematics 

□  Airplane  Engines 

Name 

SlreJ  

Adaresc ...., 

Clti/ Ptob 

Occupation ^ 

If  name  of  Course  you  want  is  not  in  the  above  lut 
glease  explain  your  needs  in  a  letter. 


His  Job 


Just  deftly  tie  a  tourniquet 

Around    your    neck,    and    twist  . 

^_^                                                             awav  Visitor:   Well,  Willie,  when  your 

HOTEL      LENOX     Umil   the  passage  from  the  heart  mother   has   company   she   always 

Is  barricaded  by  this  smart  ^^^  ^  httle  job  for  you,  I  suppose. 

And  very  efficacious  tactic,  Willie:     Yes,   I   count  the  guest 

Highly  neat  and  prophylactic.  towels  after  the  company  goes. 

—  Tiger.  — Life. 


North  St.  just  west  of  Delaware  Ave. 

BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 
CLARENCE   A.   MINER,  President 
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feature  of  the  next,  the  April 
issue,  is  the  first  of  a  series  of  articles 
by  George  Jean  Nathan.  It  carries 
on  a  collaboration  with  H.  L.  Menc- 
ken, some  years  ago. 

Very  directly  and  with  no  chi- 
canery whatever  it  lists  a  great  num- 
ber of  different  articles  in  the  philo- 
sophical faith  of  the  American  peo- 
ple— ranging  from  the  doctrine  that 
the  philoprogenitive  instinct  in 
rabbits  is  so  intense  that  the  alliance 
of  two  normal  ones  is  productive  of 
265  offspring  in  one  year,  to  the 
doctrine  that  if  one  puts  a  hair  from 
a  horse's  tail  into  a  bottle  of  alcohol 
it  will  in  due  time  turn  into  a  snake. 


"M^loii 

London  Cigarettes 


"There*s 
something 
about  them 
yoifll  like" 


T» 


yourTari^ton 

P»P«  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


PA&i:)Oil 


All  of  it  dene  in  the  sparkling 
manner  that  has  for  so  long  a  time 
been  associated  with  that  sparkling 
name,  George  Jean  Nathan! 


If  you  dcxire  extra 
copies  of  this  issue, 
it  would  be  ti^ise  to 
send  thi-ty-five  cents 
in  stamps  o-  coin  lo 
i050N.LaSalleSt., 
Chicaqo,  t.>  ha'^e 
Ihem    reserved    now. 


oAt  oAll  '^ws-stands,  the  First  of  Every  SMonth 


A  Real  Producer 

Employer:  "We  only  employ  men  here  who  are 
real  producers.     What  have  you  to  show?" 
Applicant:  "I  have  fifteen  of  a  family,  sir." 

"Do  you  know  anything  about  palmistry,  James?" 
she  asked. 

"Oh,  not  much,"  he  said  lightly,  "not  a  great 
deal  although  I  had  an  experience  last  night  which 
might  be  considered  a  remarkable  example  of  the 
art  to  which  you  have  alluded." 

"You  don't  mean  it,  dear?" 

"Yes,  I  happened  to  glance  at  the  hand  of  a 
friend  and  I  immediately  predicted  that  he  would 
soon  become  the  possessor  of  a  nice  little  sum  of 
money." 

"And  you  told  that  just  from  his  hand?" 

"Yes.     He  had  four  aces  in  it!" 

*     *     * 

His  Inheritance 

Doctor:  "And  remember  that  you  can't  eat  too 
much  fruit  for  your  health." 

Patient:  "But,  er — er — Adam  did." 

*       *       * 

Trusts  Your  Old  Man  I 

Bobby:  "Why  do  they  call  your  father  a  'green 
grocer'?" 

Mary:  "'Cause  he  trusts  yours,  maybel" 
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Books 

(Continued  from  page  32) 

artist  in  the  canvas  were  it  not 
for  his  illuminating  and  dramatic 
style  and  the  necessary  slant  of 
personal  opinion.  For  example, 
the  latter,  Charlie  Chaplin,  is 
herein  painted  as  perhaps  the 
most  outstanding  symbol  of  the 
present  generation. 

Most  of  the  portraits  are  sym- 
pathetically painted,  but  of  Mus- 
solini he  says:  "His  talk  often 
sounds  like  the  ravings  of  the 
insane,  imagined  by  Nietzsche  on 
the  threshold  of  the  madhouse. 
It  is  not  so  much  an  imitation  of 
Napoleon  as  a  grotesque  travesty 
of  Napoleon."  "We  are  a  hum- 
drum people,  who  are  accustomed 
to  confine  our  histrionics  to  the 
theatre  and  our  lions  to  the  zoo 
and  would  doubt  Mr.  Baldwin's 
sanity  if  he  began  scratching  furni- 
ture to  show  what  a  deadly  claw 
he  possessed."  His  sharp,  arrest- 
ing style  may  be  judged  from  the 
following  example  concerning  Lady 
Oxford:  "Her  interest  is  less  in 
ideas  than  in  emotions,  and  I 
would  take  her  opinion  about 
character  rather  than  about  pol- 
icy. She  has  sense,  but  more 
sensibility.  In  a  word,  she  is  an 
artist  rather  than  a  thinker,  and 
if  her  instincts  do  not  give  her  a 
conviction,  she  has  none.  But 
within  the  orbit  of  her  faculties 
she  has  one  of  the  most  brilliant 
and  illuminating  minds  of  her 
time,  sudden  as  lightning  and  cut- 
ting to  the  quick  of  things  like  a 
sword." 

Altogether  Portraits  and  Por- 
tents falls  into  that  rare  category 
of  the  books  which  one  "ought  to 
read"  and  which  at  the  same  time 
make  enjoyable  reading. 
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Willy  the  Cobra 

{Continued  from  page  17) 

They  arrive  at  the  car. 

Wit:  "I  guess  Larry's  not  here. 
But  here's  Mrs.  Jones,  waiting  for 
him." 

There  would  be  no  one  in  the 
car  except  Willy,  but  at  the  noise 
of  people  he  would  rear  up  from 
his  seat  and  show  himself  at  the 
window. 

Wits:  "How  do  you  do,  Mrs. 
Jones?  Meet  Mr.  Smith  from 
Wilstown." 

And  that  stranger  limited  him- 
self to  a  pint  a  time,  from  that 
day  on. 

Well,  one  day  Willy  had  gotten 
out  of  his  box  and  was  nowhere 
to  be  found.  I  whistled  all  over 
the  theatre.  I  called  in  the  flute 
player  from  the  orchestra  and  he 
fluted  about,  but  to  no  avail. 
Then  I  said  to  myself. 

"The  faithful  creature  has  gone 
to  find  Mike,  the  charmer." 

So  I  telegraphed  Mike  to  stay 
where  he  was,  that  Willy  was 
coming  to  find  him,  and  pretty 
soon  I  began  to  see  in  the  papers 
how  thieves  were  cleaning  out  the 
poultry  yards  about  the  country, 
and  I  knew  it  was  Willy,  and  I 
could  follow  him  from  chicken 
coop  to  chicken  coop  the  whole 
hundred  miles  to  Mike's  resort, 
until   Mike   telegraphed. 

"He  has  arrived  none  the  worse 
for  wear." 

Well,  one  evening  shortly  after, 


Mike  came  back  from  his  vacation, 
whistling  a  plaintive  air,  and  Willy 
following  at  his  heels  with  a  happy 
expression  on  his  face.  He  saw 
me,  came  up  and  rubbed  against 
my  legs  in  a  friendly  way,  after 
which  he  crawled  into  the  car  and 
lay  there,  wagging  his  tail.  When 
Mike  and  I  got  in,  Willy,  the 
cobra,  climbed  into  the  front  seat, 
too,  and  it  was  a  tight  squeeze, 
but  the  three  of  us  just  comfort- 
able, except  that  Willy  was  always 
getting  tangled  up  among  the 
levers  and  pedals,  tooting  the 
horn,  turning  lights  on  and  off, 
and  shifting  clutches  accidentally 
with  his  tail,  but  1  don't  mind  that 
the  least. 

If  you  want  to  see  something 
nice,  you  ought  to  come  to  our 
town,  and  see  the  three  of  us  just 
as  chummy  in  the  front  seat,  and 
Willy  occasionally  stretching  him- 
self and  turning  around,  sticking 
his  tail  four  or  five  feet  out  of  the 
car,  or  else  reaching  out  his  head 
to  snap  at  a  dog  he  doesn't  like. 
1  tell  you  it  would  do  your  heart 
good  to  see  the  three  of  us. 
*        *        * 

Pep:  They  all  call  her  Pearl. 
Meeting:  How  come? 
Pep:  Somebody  is  always  string- 
ing her.  — Flamingo. 

*  *  * 

Lady  (to  druggist):  Have  you 
any  Lifebuoy? 

Druggist:  Just  set  the  pace, 
lady.  — Punch  Bowl. 
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FOR  eyes  that 
seek  good  looks 
and  feet  that  crave 
comfort — Invictus 
Shoes  with  the  nice 
refinement  of  the 
perfectly  tailored 
tuxedo,  and  all  the 
comfort  of  your 
favourite  arm-chair. 

The  Model  illustrated 
aboce  is  No.  578 — a 
smart  shoe  for  the  well- 
dressed  man.  "Class" 
is  written  all  over  it. 
Note  the  distinctive 
eyelets. 

SOLD  BY  THE  BEST 
SHOE     DEALERS 


THE  EAGLE  SHOE  COMPANY,  LIMITED 
Montreal 


THE  Best  Good  Shoe 


"Hey,      you — your      gun      isn't 
loaded." 

"Can't  help  it;  bird  won't  wait." 
— Boston  Beanpot. 


ESTABLISHED    42    YEARS 

Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main   2908 


Careless 

Cop:  "Hey,  where  did  you  get 
that  red  lantern?  " 

"Whassyu  think,  ossifer,  some 
careless  person  left  it  right  on  the 
edge  of  a  big  ditch." 

— Hamilton  Royal  Baboon. 

*  *  * 

When  O.  Henry  wrote  "The 
Four    Million  "    did    he    mean    the 

Smiths?  — Sun  Dial. 

*  *  * 

The  professor  who  comes  ten 
minutes  late  is  very  rare.  In  fact, 
he  is  in  a  class  by  himself. 

—Pit  Panther. 

*  *  * 

Cop:  "Yeh,  this  is  a  one-way 
street  and  there  ain't  no  two  ways 

about  it.  — Cynic. 

*  *  * 

Playful 

Snake  (using  phone):  "Give  me 
22  double  2." 

Central:  "2222?" 

Snake:  "Yeh,  hurry  up.  I'll  play 

train  with  you  afterward."     — Log. 

*  *  * 

100% 

Prof.:  And  where  was  Sheridan 
when  he  took  his  famous  twenty- 
mile  ride? 

Frosh:  On  a  horse. 

*  *  * 

Percy:  Mother  dearest,  must  I 
wash  my  face  again? 

Mother:  Certainly,  sweetheart. 
Why  do  you  ask? 

Percy:  Oh,    1    thought    I    could 

just  powder  it  like  you  do  yours. 

*  *  * 

"I've    got    a    Parker    Pen    date 
to-night  with  my  gal." 
"What  kind  is  that?" 

"Unbreakable."  — Cynic. 

*  *  * 

A  man  walked  into  a  Greek  fruit 
store  and  called  out,  "Hey,  Joe! 
There's  a  dog  outside  eating  up  all 
your  fruit!  " 

The  Greek  ran  outside  only  to 
come  back  in  a  moment  with  tears 
in  his  eyes,  at  the  same  time 
blurting  out  the  statement,  "No 
can  help,  police  dog!  " 

— Gargoyle. 

*  *  * 

Lady:  1  want  to  buy  a  revolver. 
It's  for  my  husband. 

ClerJ^:  Did  he  tell  you  what  kind 
to  buy? 

Lady:  1  should  say  not.  He 
doesn't  even  know  I'm  going  to 
shoot  him  yet.  — Bison. 


"Another  awful  day.  In  weather 
like  this  tramping  is  nearly  as  awful 
as  work.!" — Die  Muskete,  Vienna. 

^        ^        * 

Silenced 

Chiropractor:  I  had  a  patient 
to-day  whose  spine — 

Wife:  Stop!  I  don't  want  to 
hear  any  more  of  your  back  talk. 

—Life. 

*  *        * 

He:  "What  are  you  taking  for 
your  cold?" 

She:  "Make     me     an     offer." 

— Beanpot 

*  *        * 

"Really,  Mrs.  Shovelhead,  your 
argument  with  your  husband  last 
night  was  most  amusing." 

"Wasn't  it,  though?  And  do  you 
know,  when  he  threw  that  axe  at 
me  I  thought  I'd  split." 

— Juggler. 

*  *        * 

Perfect    Behavior 

The  boys  and  girls  of  a  congested 
neighbourhood  were  invited  by 
their  teacher  to  write  their  own 
personal  rules  of  life.  The  col- 
lection included  the  following: 

"You  must  always  he  obigent, 
clean  your  neck,  stand  erect,  and 
swallow  good  fresh  hair.  " 

"Don't  get  nosey  or  hit  any- 
body with  cross  eyes  because  it 
gives  you  bad  luck.  " 

"Never  try  to  steal  a  dog's  bone 
or  you'll  have  no  pants.  " 

"Always  live  fair  and  never  ask 
your  father  or  uncle  for  money 
when  they  are  drunk.  " 

"Don't  steal  from  the  Five  and 
Ten  and  if  you  hit  a  girl  you  are 
a  coward." 

"Every  week  you  must  have  a 

bath  and  don't  do  no  murdering." 

— Collier's. 
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Wasteful 

"Abie,  vhat  you  mean  by  blay- 
ing  mit  metches  on  de  zidewalk? 
Come  right  avay  in  de  store  and 
blay  mit  'em." — Amherst  Lord  Jeff. 

Convivial  Party:  Let's  have  an- 
other drink  to  cement  our  friend- 
ship.    Waiter,  two  glasses  cement! 
— London  Opinion. 

*  *        * 

(Two  coloured  gentlemen  who  had 
just  reduced  the  population  in  a 
farmer's  henroost  were  making  a 
getaway.) 

"Mose,"  gasped  Sam,  "why 
do  you  s'pose  them  flies  follow 
us  so  close?  " 

"Keep  gallopin',  nigger,"  said 
Mose.  "Them  ain't  flies.  Them's 
buckshot."  — Western  Wasp. 

Don't   Go   Near   Them 

Captain — What  is  the  best  meth- 
od to  prevent  the  diseases  caused 
by  biting  insects? 

Corporal — Don't  bite  the  in- 
sects. — Orange  Owl. 

*  *        * 

Adamant 

He:  I  want  to  marry  your 
daughter. 

Father:  Have  you  seen  my  wife 
yet? 

He:  Yes,  but  nevertheless  I  still 
prefer  your  daughter.         — Siren. 


Ennui 

Life  and  Liberty  were  all  around 
him,  yet  he  desired  only  to  see  the 
last  of  both.  Strength  and  Beauty 
were  his  for  the  taking,  but  they 
did  not  attract  him.  Adventure  he 
privately  scoffed  at,  nor  did  he 
believe  in  Success.  Time  was 
nothing  to  him.  Misanthrope? 
Cynic?     Oh  no.  Merely  proprietor 

of  a  corner  magazine  store. — Tiger. 

*  *        * 

Go  Ahead 

One:  "Hold  up  your  hands.  I'm 
gong  to  shoot  you." 

Another:  "Why?" 

One:  "I  always  said  I'd  shoot 
anyone  who  was  homelier  than  1.  " 

Another:  "Am  I  homelier  than 
you?" 

One:  "Yes." 

Another:   "Well    go    ahead    and 

shoot!  "  — Exchange. 

*  *        * 


many     in     your 


Peter — "How 
family?" 

Pan — "Nine." 

Peter — "Are  you  the  oldest?" 

Pan — "No,  my  father." 

— Centre  Colonial. 

*  *  * 

Fond  Mother:  Good-bye,  Bob- 
by, and  remember  to  dress  warmly 
at  college.  I  don't  want  you  to 
catch  the  Fraternity  Grippe. 

— Exchange. 


Rapid  Production 

"They  say  that  a  single  oyster 
will  lay  from  one  to  eight  million 
eggs  a  year.  "' 

"Gosh!  Think    of    the    married 

ones!"  — Dirge. 

*  *  * 

Bright 

"Say,  is  your  dog  clever?" 
"Clever!      I      should      say      so. 
When   I   say,   'Are  you   coming  or 
aren't     you?'     he     comes     or     he 

doesn't."  — Lampoon. 

*  *  * 

Too  Much 

"I  don't  mind  washing  the  dishes 
for  you,  "  wailed  the  henpecked 
husband.  "I  don't  object  to 
sweeping,  dusting  or  mopping  the 
floors,  but  I  ain't  gonna  run  no 
ribbons  through  my  nightgown  just 

to  fool  the  baby."        — Whirlwind. 

*  *  * 

A  Sagacious  Crevice 

Ali  Baba:  And  when  I  said, 
"Open,  sesame ! '  the  rock  split  wide 
open. 

Hajji  Baba:  That  was  certainly 

some  wise  crack.  — Life. 

*        *        * 

Would-be  Humorist:  What 
would  you  give  me  for  those 
jokes? 

Editor:     Ten  yards'  start. 

— Malteaser. 


COUGHS  YOU  HAVE  HEARD 


{'This  rattle  needsvL 
adjusting  ivith..^ 

MENTHOLAHM 

COUGH     DROPS     ' 
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Be  Accurate!  and  Win  This 


Don't  Delay  in  Entering  Goblin  Magazine's 
Contest  Closes  March  15th.    Send  in  Your 


Over  $3,000  in  Free  Prizes — a  Chrysler  Sedan  and  74  Other  Awards 
You  Can  Win  if  You  Are  Accurate — Try  It  Now — To-Day! 


$3,000  IN  FREE  PRIZES 
75  PRIZES  IN  ALL 

FIRST  PRIZE— If  a  three  dollar 
subscription  is  sent  in,  will  be  a 
Chrysler  "50"  four-door  sedan,  val- 
ued at  $1,200.00  plus  ten  times  the 
three  dollar  subscription.  Total 
$1,230.00. 
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FIRST  PRIZE— If  a  $2.00  subscrip 
tion  is  sent  in.  will  be  $800.00  plus 
ten  times  the  two  dollar  subscrip- 
tion.     Total,    S820.00. 

FIRST  PRIZE— If  a  $1.00  sub- 
scription is  sent  in,  $400.00  plus  ten 
times  the  one  dollar  subscription. 
Total.    $410.00. 

Ten  times  the  amount  remitted  by 
the  first  prize  winner  up  to  $30.00 
in  subscriptions  will  be  given  in 
addition  to  the  first  prize  in  accord- 
ance with  the  rules  and  regulations 
of  the  contest.  The  more  money 
sent  m  for  subscriptions  the  ereateT 
the  prize  will  be. 
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SECOND  PRIZE— Val- 
ued up  to  $565.00,  a 
Credenza  Orthophonic 
Victrola,  worth  $3S5.00 
plus  six  times  the 
amount  sent  in  up  to 
thirty    dollars. 

THIRD  PRIZE— Valued 
up  to  $378.00.  Bosch 
Radio  Set,  worth  $228.04 
plus  five  times  the 
amount  sent  in  up  to 
$30.00. 

FOURTH  PRIZE— Val- 
ued up  to  $205.00. 
Consolette  Model  Ortho- 
phonic  Victrola,  worth 
$115.00,  plus  three  timeto 
the  amount  sent  in  up 
to  $30.00. 

FIFTH  PRIZE— Valued 

up  to  $140.00.  $80. 0« 
plus  two  times  the 
amount  sent  in  up  ts 
$30.00. 


SIXTH 
cash. 


PRIZE— $75.08 


SEVENTH     PRIZE    — 

$60.00    cash. 


EIGHTH       PRIZE  — 
$35.00   cash. 


NINTH 
cash. 


PRIZE— $20.00 


TENTH  TO  TWENTT- 
FIFTH  PRIZES— $10.00 
cash. 


Second  Prize 

This  Credenza  Orthophonic  Vie- 
troU.  valued  at  $385,  goes  to  the 
winner  of  second  prize,  together 
with  other  cash  awards. 


THE  PROBLEM 

The  problem   is  to  add  together  all  of  the  numbers  shown  above.     Each   figure  is 
clearly   indicated,  and   they   run  from   two   to   nine;    the  sixes  have  a   curved   stem;    the 
nines   a    straight   stem;    all   are  single   numbers,   there  arej   no   combinations;    add   them 
as  if  each  figure  stood  one  above  the  other  in  a  single  column. 
CORRECT  ANSWER  UNKNOWN 

To  guarantee  to  everyone  taking  part  in  this  contest  that  no  one  holds  the  correct 
answer  to  the  puzzle,  several  figures  were  erased  before  the  puzzle  form  was  printed. 
These  figures  were  removed  by  the  following  gentlemen :  Messrs.  Perry  J.  Giffen,  of 
Toronto  Star  Weekly;  S.  P.  Stuart,  of  the  Winnipeg  Free  Press  and  Prairie  Farmer; 
and  J.  E.  McDougall,  Managing  Editor,  Goblin  Magazine,  who  have  kindly  consented 
to  act  as  judges  of  the'  contest.  The  figures  were  removed  from  the  chart  at  different 
times,  and  each  party  holds  the  number  which  he  erased.  No  one  knows  just  what 
numbers  were  erased.  Notes  of  the  missing  figures  were  made  and  are  now  under 
lock  and  seal.  When  the  contest  is  over,  the  numbers  erased  from  the  puzzle  chart 
will  be  added  together  and  subtracted  from  the  original  total.  The  contest  department 
knew  the  correct  answer  before  the  figures  were  taken  out,  but  now  nobody  knows 
the  correct  answer.  The  answer  now  will  be  the  total  number  of  figures  appearing  in 
the  puzzle  chart  above. 

There  are  no  tricks  to  this  contest.  It  is  purely  a  matter  of  skill  in  finding  all 
numbets  shown  and  then  adding  correctly.  We  wish  it  clearly  understood  that  there 
are  no  figures  hidden  in  the  background.  Every  number  can  be  plainly  seen.  We 
would  suggest  cutting  the  puzzle  in  dozens  of  pieces  and  then  checking  off  the  figures  place  in  contest, 
from  th€*  small  clippings.  Everyone,  except  employes  of  Goblin,  is  entitled  to  enter 
this  contest.  The  degree  of  your  care  and  skill  will  determine  the  prize  which  yoo 
will   win. 

The  ONLY  requirements  for  entry  to  contest  are  those  here.  You  will  note  their 
extreme  simplicity,  and  a  careful  reading  now  will  avoid  any  possible  confusion  later. 


TWENTY  -  SIXTH  TO  THIRTY  - 
SIXTH   PRIZES — $5.00  cash. 

THIRTY-SEVENTH  TO  SEVENTY- 
FIFTH  PRIZES  — A  ONE-YEAB 
SUBSCRIPTION    TO    "GOBLIN." 


Third  Prize 


The  famous  Amberola  Bosch  six- 
tube  Receiving  Set,  valued  at  $228.00, 
together  with  cash  awards  noted  else- 
where,   goes    to    the    winner   of    third 
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Chrysler  Sedan 


Great    Contest — 
Answer   TO-DAY 


This  Chrysler  "5V  four-door  sedan,  valued  at  $1,200,  will  be  awarded  the 
winner  of  this  great  new  Gobliln  contest,  together  with  cash  awards  noted 
below.  The  prizes  are  now  awaiting  you.  Your  own  efforts  will  determine 
the  prizes  with   which  you   will   be   rewarded. 


GENERAL  RULES 

3  enter  contest  it  is  necessary  to  enclose  at  least  a 
:  dollar,  four  months'  subscription  to  Goblin. 

Li)k  now  at  the  prize  list  at  the  top  of  the  page. 
►  tice  how  the  value  of  your  prize  is  increased  by 
Kiding  in  a  full  year's  subscription  to  Goblin  and 
^tiiscriptions  from  your  friends. 

,|Aontestant  can  solicit  friends  for  subscriptions  and 
f'  such  subscriptions  he  or  she  will  be  entitled  to 
,8  >mit  solutions  to  the  puzzle;  also  those  who  sub- 
s  ibe  through  a  contestant  may  submit  solutions  to 
t  •  puzzle.  Get  your  friends  to  help  you  get  sub- 
s  iptions. 

?■  entries  must  be  accompanied  by  a  cash  subscrip- 
t  II,  otherwise  they  will  not  be  accepted.  All  entries 
a  registered  and  cannot  be  changed  once  they  are 
r  eived  at  the  contest  department. 

■ '   more  than  one  of  the  regular  prizes  can  be  won 

•  same  person.     A  contestant,  however,  may  win 

>f  the  special  prizes  offered   for  early   solutions 

.0  puzzle  and  at  the  close  of  the  contest  the  same 

restant  may  win  one  of   the  regular  prizes. 

Is  not  necessary  for  a  contestant  to  send  in  the 
i  ited  aniount  of  subscription  moneyat  anyone  time. 
A  urate  records  are  kepi  and  every  time  a  contest- 

I  makes  a  remittance  the  amount  will  be  added  to 
tl  previous  amount  which  a  contestant  has  to  his 
)  ler  credit. 

stants  can  send   in  a   different  answer  to   the 

■  each  time  they  make  a  remittance,  but  only 
■rrect  answer  will  be  awarded  a  prize. 

puzzle  forms  may  be  secured  by  writing  to  the 
St    department.     These    forms    are    free    and    a 
:i  restant  can  have  as  many  as  required. 

r  ■  full  amount  of  the  subscription  must  be  sent 
li  ct  to  the  Goblin  contest  department.  All  money 
tiers,  cheques  or  postal  notes  must  be  made  payable 
<  the  Goblin  Magazine,  10  Adelaide  Street  East, 
r  onto  2. 

t  contestant  is  in  doubt  about  any  of  the  figures, 
)  contest  department  will  be  glad  to  answer  any 
(istions.  Simply  draw  a  circle  around  the  figures 
'  '  do  not  seem  clear  to  you  and  send  them  to  the 
St  department.  You  will  receive  an  answer  to 
I  Liestion  by  return  mail  and  another  puzzle  form. 

;  le  correct  answer  is  not  sent  in  by  any  contestant, 
\    prizes   will  be   awarded  for   the   nearest   correct 

'   lions. 

■  event  of  a  tie,  a  second  puzzle  will  be  mailed 
'   will  be  as  solvable  as  the  first  puzzle.      Only 

.  ,i  tieing  for  the  first  prize  will  be  permitted  to 
(  e  the  second  prize,  if  required.  Should  more  than 
PI  person  submit  the  correct  solution  to  the  second 
)i  'le,  the  prizes  will  be  equally  divided  among  those 
i  iig.  No  cash  remittance  will  be  accepted  on  a 
eind  puzzle. 

r    closing  date  of  the  contest  is  March  15th,  1927, 

II  contestants  are  advised  to  send  in  their  answers 
It  oon  as  they  have  finished  them.  Special  prizes 
It  offered  for  early  solutions  to  the  puzzle. 

rntering  the  contest,  contestants  agree  to  abide 
'the  rules  and  regulations  of  the  contest.  The 
■  Un  contest  department  has  the  right  to  amend  or 
.t  to  the  rules  of  this  contest  if  necessary,  for  the 
n  ection  of  the  interests  of  both  the  contestants 
f  this  magazine.  The  right  is  also  reserved  to  re- 
ul  subscriptions  and  to  disqualify  any  contestants 
»1  m  they  consider  undesirable. 


EVERYONE  LIKES  GOBLIN  MAGAZINE 

Did  you  that  Goblin  has  the  largest  news-stand  sale  of  any  Canadian 
magazine?  That's  proof  positive  that  Canada's  only  humorous  publication 
is  mighty  popular  with  everyone.     Could  it  be  otherwise? 

Every  month  it  is  crammed  with  the  liveliest  drawings,  merriest  verses 
and  drollest  humor.  It's  clean  humor,  too,  and  every  member  of  the  family 
wants  to  read  it  from  cover  to  cover. 

Here's  a  chance  to  buy  good,  wholesome  fun  at  the  regular  price  and  at 
the  same  time  if  you  are  accurate,  you'll  win  one  of  the  valuable  prizes. 
You'll  be  proud  to  be  a  subscriber  to  Goblin  and  someone  will  be  mighty 
proud  of  this  superbly  beautiful  and  e.xquisitely  appointed  Chrysler  car. 
Will  it  be  you?     You  alone  must  decide! 


r"" 


Solution  Blank  to  Be  Used  by  Contestant 

This  blank  must  be  used  when  sending  subscriptions  and  solutions 


MY    ANSWER    TO   THE    PROBLEM    IS. 


Gentlemen: 

Kindly  enroll  my  name  as  a  contestant  in  your  puzzle  contest.     I  am 

enclosing  herewith  the  sum  of  $ ,  which  kindly  place 

to  my  credit,  both  as  entrance  fee  to  the  contest  and  as  a  paid-up  subscrip- 
tion to  Goblin  for  the  following  party  or  parties: 


SUBSCRIPTION   PRICE   LIST 

$1.00 4  Months 

2.00 8  Months 

3.00 1  Year 

5.00 2  Years 

7.00 3  Years 

9.00  4  Years 

10.00 5  Years 


SUBSCRIBER'S   NAME 


ADDRESS 


NEW  OR  OLD 


AMOUNT 


Is  this  your  first  solution  to  the  puzzle? 


(Yes  or  No) 


How  much  money  have  you  sent  in  to  date?. 
If  this  solution  wins  a  prize,  send  it  to 


(Name  and  address  to  be  printed) 
NOTE:    Be  sure  that  you  answer  all  questions  on  this  form. 


Address  all  replies  to:  99 

The  Contest  Department,  care  of  The  Goblin,  10  Adelaide  Street  East,  Toronto  2,  Ontario 


ead  Rules  Carefully— You  Will  Not  Be  Required  Later  to  Buy  or  Sell  Anything— Everything  Is  as  Stated 
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QuickRelief 

M    CUTS 
^       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

Dodds 

Antiseptic 'Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep  a  tin  on   hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


©HEALING^. 


50c  At  AH  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


:ss«^^! 


^^: 


Discovery 

{Continued  from  page  22) 
quaint  village  has  been  combed 
over  time  and  again.  Catherine 
Hale  did  it  as  late  as  1926:  Brock's 
hat,  the  site  of  the  first  parliament 
of  Upper  Canada,  the  Wil — ' 

'I  made  my  discovery  at  the 
Wilderness,'  he  said  as  if  he  had 
not  heard  that  I  was  speaking.    He 


seemed  almost  to  be  dreaming  as 
he  walked.  'It  was  midsummer,' 
he  continued,  'the  low,  rambling 
house  was  half  hidden  by  the  locust 
trees;  the  oaks,  spreading  over  one 
hundred  and  fifty  feet  tented  the 
broad  lawns  under  the  white- 
frilled  sky  like  a  forest  scene  of 
Holbein — ' 

"  'But,'  I  interjected,  'the  Wild- 


erness has  been  done  before.    Anne 
Merril  went  there — ' 

' — the  leaves,  sun-tinctured, 
tracing  patterns  on  the  grass!  The 
owner  came  to  meet  me,  his 
daughter  with  him.  There  was  the 
Balm  of  Gilead  tree,  two  hundred 
feet  in  height,  to  be  gazed  at  in 
wonder;  for  under  it  the  Mohawks 
used  to  sit  to  receive  their  presents 
from  the  Superintendent.  She  had 
hazel-grey  eyes.' 

"Malcolm  was  walking  as  rapidly 
as  ever,  but  he  seemed  to  have 
forgotten  about  me. 

'Then  there  was  the  cave,'  he 
said. 

"  'Oh,  the  cave,' I  echoed.  'That's 
not  a  discovery!  Every  one  knows 
about  the  cave.' 

"  'We  examined  the  cave,'  he  con- 
tinued, oblivious.  She  told  me  its 
history  with  thenicest  crooked  teeth. 

"  'Then  he  went  to  the  house.  It 
is  delightfully  one  storey,  as  if  it 
might  have  grown  up  out  of  the 
lawns.    She  poured  tea.' 

"  'And  this,  I  presume,'  I  said, 
'is  the  parking  station.' 

"  'Eh?  Oh,  yes,  the  parking 
station!  Must  hurry  straight 
home.' 

"He  sprang  into  a  car  and  began 
to  manoeuvre  it  out  of  the  grounds. 

"  'Sorry  I  can't  ask  you  to  the 
apartment  for  dinner,'  he  called  to 
me,  'but  you  see  we  are  just  getting 
settled,  my  wife  and  I.'  " 

Peterson  reached  out  his  hand 
again.  He  added  three  fingers  of 
water. 

"I  can't  quite  make  out  what 
Malcolm  discovered  at  the  Wilder- 
ness," he  said,  puzzling,  "but  that 
young  man  certainly  seemed  elated 

about  it." 

*        *        * 

Considerate 

Father:  Didn't  I  hear  the 
clock  strike  two  when  you  came 
in  last  night? 

Son:     Yes,     dad,     you     see     it 
to    strike    eleven,    and    I 
it   so   it   wouldn't   waken 
—Pitt  Painter. 

"^  ^  ^ 

Explained 

Third  Floor:  What  was  your  hus- 
band swearing  so  violently  about 
last  night? 

Second  Floor:  Oh,  he  came  in  in 
the  dark  and  tripped  on  the  new 
prayer  rug  1  had  just  bought. 

— Cougar's   Paw. 


started 

stopped 

you. 


SERYANTS/or^^e  HOME 

Electric  Toasters  *  Grills  ♦Percolators 
kons  —  Ranges  *  •  *  Water  Healers 

A   Canadian    General    Electric    Product 


NO  BATTERIES 
NO  CHEMICALS 
NO  AERIAL— 


"Just plug  in — Then  tune  in" 


•CAMEO"  CONSOLE^i  tubes—Dual 
Dial  Control — Junior  Symphony  Speak^er 
inbuilt — Solid  Walnut  Cabinet — Price 
complete  ready    to  "Plug   in — then     tune 

in'     -----      sns.oo 

TYPE  90—5  tube  table  model—Dual  Dial 
Control — two  Units  connected  by  6-fool 
cable — Metal  Cabinets — finished  in  Maho- 
gany-toned crystalline  enamel.  Price 
complete  [without  loud  speak.er)  -  $230.00 

Prices  slightly  higher 
west  of  Fort  William 


Crowning  the  Season's  Success  come  these — 

2  New  Models  of 

"Rogers-Batter  YLESs"  Radio 


Powerful        t^        Beautiful        t^ 


Convenient 


ANSWERING  the  popular  demand  for  Radio  Sets, 
occupying  less  floor  or  table  space- — these  latest  crea 
tions  of  "Rogers-Batteryless"  provide  the  convenience — 
uniform,  consistent  power,  and  proven  efficiency  of  com- 
pletely "Batteryless"  reception — in  cabinets  of  more 
convenient  size. 

The  "Cameo"  Console  (^measuring  only  22  inches  wide,  14 
inches  deep  and  38  inches  high )  carries  a  powerful  five-tube 
"Rogers-Batteryless"  receiving  set  with  dual-dial  con- 
trol, and  a  built-in  loud  speaker,  made  of  the  same  materials 
and  on  the  same  general  design  as  the  famous  Rogers 
■'Symphony    Speaker."      In    appearance — a    nicely-propor- 


tioned and  well-finished  piece  of  furniture.  In  performance 
a  Radio  Set  of  remarkable  power  and  tone  quality  that 
brings  to  your  home  the  continent's  best  programs,  without 
the  use  of  batteries,  chemicals,  or  aerial. 

"Type  90"  is  a  five-tube  model — built  in  two  units,  con- 
nected by  a  six-foot  cable.  The  receiver  measures  lb'/? 
inches  long — 8  inches  deep  and  8  inches  high,  and  may  be 
placed  on  the  corner  of  any  available  table  or  book  case, 
and  the  power  unit  on  a  lower  shelf  or  floor  Light  in 
weight  and  easily  moved  from  room  to  room.  Both  units' 
are  installed  in  trim  metal  cabinets,  completely  shielded, 
and  finished  in  mahogany-toned  crystalline  enamel. 


Don't  be  Confused  on  the  term  "Batteryless" 

The  freedom  from  battery  expense  and  bother  can  only  be  gained  by  COMPLETE  elimination. 
The  patented  construction  of  "ROGERS-BATTERYLESS"  does  this.  Not  a  trickle  charger,  with  rectifier 
and     batteries,     but     an     exclusive     and     complete     UNIT,      operating     without     batteries     or     chemicals. 


A  CANADIAN 
ACHIEVEMENT 

Created  and 
Manufactured  Solely  by 

STANDARD   RADIO   MFG. 

CORP.  LIMITED, 

TORONTO  2 


Ask,  the  nearest  Rogers- 
Batteryless  Dealer  for 
a  demonstration.  If 
you  don't  k.'^ow  his 
name,  please  write  us 


